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p25 N an age of fo great refinement, 
wherein the reliſh for ſerious ſub- 


© jects is decaying apace; it re- 

quires ſome courage to uſher into 
the world any treatiſe of a ſerious nature. 
Works of Novel and Fiction have ſo ingroſſed 
the attention of many readers, that they 
ſcarce peruſe a book that does not make its 
appearance in that form. — The friends of 
Religion are not unconcerned ſpectators of 
this depraved taſte; they are aiming fre- 
quently to dire& the miſplaced regards of 
their fellow-men into a more proper chan- 
nel; and to point out to them ſubjects more 
ne and edifying 0. ſome of the mo- 
dern romances. — — But ſuch as make this 
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attempt, find it no eaſy matter to chooſe an 
engaging dreſs, in which to ſend abroad the 


moſt ſeaſonable and important truths: for, in 


the eyes of ſome, Truth ſeems to have no 
charms, unleſs it put on an air of novelty, 
and infinuate itſelf under ſome faſhionable 
diſguiſe. 


Is the following pages an attempt is made 
to engage the Reader in an attentive obſerva- 
tion of thoſe objects, which moſt frequently 
preſent themſelves to his view; and a ſhort 
ſpecimen is given of the many ſerious and 
practical inſtructions which the loweſt claſs of 
men may draw from a careful ſtudy of the 
wonderful works of Gop. — There are none 
of them in the firmament on high, or in the 
earth beneath, from which a contemplative 
mind may not draw ſome advantage, either 


in the way of enlarging his knowledge, or 


affecting bis heart. 


"IT was not for nothing that the Great 
Creator ſpread before us the many beautiful 
leaves of the book of Creation. They are 
plainly intended for our perùſal, and all of 
them deſigned for the uſe of man: and then 
ſorely they are made ſubſervient to the no- 
bleſt purpoſes, when, by attentively obſerving 
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the operation of his hands, we are led by the 
effects up to the great firſt Cauſe, and filled 
with admiration of that infinite Wiſdom and 
almi ghty Power, by which the frame of na- 
ture was eſtabliſhed. 


TAE ordigitry occurrences in life. have 
likewiſe in every age afforded many uſeful 
leſſons to ſuch as have narrowly obſerved 
them: therefore here are ſome reflections at- 
tempted by the Author upon the moſt ordi- 
nary tranſactions in human life. Though 
ſome of them will be found upon the moſt 
eommon incidents, yet care has been taken to 
avoid ſuch ſubjects as might appear too low, 
and afford matter of ridicule. 


Ho far the Author has ſucceeded-in ei- 
ther of theſe attempts, muſt be ſubmitted to 
the candor of the Reader, whoſe benefit he 
moſt ſincerely wiſhes to promote by this per- 
- formance, ſuch as it is; otherwiſe he might 
have employed his pen on ſubjects far better 
ſuited to pleaſe the faſhionable readers of this 
age, or have caſt his thoughts in a very dif- 
ferent mold, from what he has aimed at in 
theſe Poems. 
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may come, ſhall be rouſed from that deep ins 
attention to divine things, (which ſeems daily 
on the growing hand) he will account it 2 
far more noble end attained, than if he had 
hit vpon one of the ſubjects that would have 
fallen in with the reigning taſte. The Au · 
thor is well aware, what oppoſition ſome of 
the leading ſentiments in this book have to 
encounter, from many of thoſe: who are not 
the avowed enemies of the Chriſtian Reli- 
gion; but it is hoped that thoſe who are 
well acquainted with the ſacred records, and 
derive their religion from that unerring 
ſtandard, will find nothing in the following 
Poems bs what coral ponds with thoſe divine 
ne 96: ee Sri: wal 
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Hz deuten himſelf that few of the Readers 
will take exception at his having frequent» 
ly introduced the maſt; ſacred ſubjects in 
treating of the maſt common occurrences 
in life; as this was one of the principal mo- 
tives that ene n to egen 1 

bam 11 /ings 
WED; 


He was defirous of ſuggeſting, at leaf to 
the lowelt claſs of readers, how they may de- 
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rive benefit from the common incidents of 
life. Such as are concerned about their im- 
mortal interefts, and the moſt deeply impreſs- 
ed with a fenſe of inviſible realities, find great 
difficulty to maintain upon their ſpirits ſuch 
a-ſenſe of divine things, as is moſt ſuitable to 
thoſe who are probationers for eternity; 
eſpecially as ſo much of their time muſt be 
ſpent amidſt the hurry and buſtle of life, 
which, in the nature of the thing, occaſions a 
diſſipation of thought, and baniſhes ſerious 

ſubjects out of view, | 


-: Wer: it not then be of high confopnties 
to ſuch, if they were poſſeſſed of the art of 
taking a leſſon fram every object, and of im- 
| proving every occurrence in life, for enlarg- 
ing their underſtandings, or affecting their 
hearts? — There are few herbs upon the 
face of the earth, from which men have 
not attempted to extract ſome kind of Me- 
dicine, - for promoting the health of the 
body; and there are perhaps as few ob- 
jects, from whence thoſe who are ſkilful in 
this art, might not find ſomething truly uſe- 


ful for promoting the improvement of their 
minds 2 
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12 may not be improper to put the Reader 
in mind, that he cannot expect to find a con- 
nection eſtabliſned between ſubjects ſo remote 
from one another, as he will find thoſe in the 
following Poems to be. — So that he needs 
not be ſurpriſed upon reading one of them, 
| -_ to find it followed by another which has no 
manner of relation to it. 
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I. On ſeeing Weſtminſter-Abbey, 


I, 
EXELSEHESE lately ſpires, with decent pride, 
T * Lift up their heads on high; 
And without noiſe proclaim the art 


X 
Es Of old antiquity, 


II. 


That ſpacious roof has ſtood th' aſſault 
Of many a rattling ſhower ; 
And has ſurviv'd the dreadful wreck 


Of many a ruin'd tower. 
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III. 
Theſe walls more venerable ſeem, 
Juſt for their hoary age 
Becauſe untrembling they have ſtood 
So many winters rage. 


1 
But ah! upon that ſacred floor, 
Each ſtep ſhould be with awe: 
Twixt man and vanity, this hour, 
The curtain ſure ſhould draw. 


| TW. 

No noiſy tongue ſhould here diſturb 
The long-forgotten dead ; 

Who, *midſt the charnels all around, 
Seem in confuſion ſpread, 


VI. 
The clown here, on the royal duſt, 
Uncenſur'd ſets his heel: 
Tho' nations, when their names were heard, 
Did perturbation feel. 


VII. 
*Tis *neath this roof, where noiſy fame 
Her trumpet, ſounds aloud : 
Where Britiſb heroes ſeem to live 
For ages in a ſhroud. 


V111, 
*Tis here ambition makes a puſh 
Time's fury to defeat : 
And deep in marble graves its feats, 
Leſt men ſhould names forget. 


Variety of POEMS, 2 
IX. 
This proves the general rendezvous 
Where Britiſb heroes meet: 
The greateſt names Britannia boaſts, 
Here may each other greet. 
X. 
Twas fighting in their country's cauſe, 
Theſe brave commanders fell: 
*Tis fit the marble, by theſe lines, 
Should all their conqueſts tell. 
XI. 
Here warriors live, who ages ſince 
For their dear country bled: 
And 'midſt three mourning kingdoms tears 
Sunk down on honour's bed, 


X11, 

This houfe is fill'd, on every ſide, 
With richeſt ſpoils of death : 
The buſts of heroes, round theſe walls, 

Want nothing but the breath, 
XIII, 
O Britain] why didſt thou bid death 
In this grand palace dwell ? 
And laviſh out ſuch mighty ſums 
His triumphs thus to tell ? 
XIV, 
Perhaps twas meant in yonder “ cave 
The tyrant to confine ; 
That in the dark, unjoyous cell, 
The monſter ſtill might pine. 


5G Alluding to a monument in the Abbey, where death is re- 
preſented breaking out from a cave. 
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XV. 
How vain! he breaks the priſon-houſe, 
And to the gate draws near ; 
He to the heart of yonder fair 
Is pointing out his ſpear, 
' - WER | 
On yonder fide, th' archangel's ſword 
Has thruſt the conqu'ror down; 
Has broke his bow, and from his head 
Pull'd off th' uſurped “ crown. 


XVII, 
Wak'd by the trumpet's dreadful blaſt, 
Death's captive lifts his head ; 
Rejoic'd to ſee the ſeraph's heel 
T his great deſtroyer tread, 
XVIII. 
Theſe ſons of fame, who reſt around, 
We never hear contend : 
Soon as they enter'd thro' theſe gates, 
Their quarrels. had an end! 
XIX. 
Of all the pomp wherein they ſhin'd, 
How little's left behind! 
Juſt what this monument can tell, 
Is all of them we find. 


XX. 


Vain life! where men the moſt renown'd 


In every country die : 
Where the puiſſant, noble, brave, 
Thus unregarded lie. 


— — 


* Alluding to another monument, where death is repreſented 


as diſarmed, aad ripped of his crown. 
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II. On hearing a dear Friend bid Farewel. 


I. 
Arewel's a harſh, forbidding ſound, 
It grates upon the ear: 
A word which friendſhip undiſguis'd 
Has no delight to hear. 


. II, 
When melancholy tunes her voice, 
A mournful air to ſing; 
Farewel will prove the harſheſt note 
That in the ear can ring. 


III. 
To ſouls in friendſhip's mold well caſt, 
And by its ties made ſure: 
They of ſore pangs would bear the ſmart, 
Ere parting they'd endure. 


IV, 
When from the kind, the ſocial heart, 
Warm tides of friendſhip flow : 
Ere to his friend he'd bid farewel, 
What would he not forego ? 


V. 

Oft while they part to the ſad place, 
Ill-boding fear draws near: 
And that they'll never meet again, 
Dees whiſper in the ear. 

B 3 
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VI. 
Who once has weigh'd a friend in ſcales, 
And his high worth can tell, 
Muſt ſurely at this word have felt 
His heart with grief to ſwell. 


. VII, 
What earthly bliſs with friendſhip's joys 
Can in the ſcales be laid ? 


Who knows them, of the woes of life 
Will be the leſs afraid. 


VIII, 


When of its griefs and cares, the ſoul 
Can ſcarcely move its load ; 

True friendſhip's hand can oil its wheels, 
To roll along the road. 


IX. 
If melancholy, that rude gueſt, 
Intrude againſt our will, 
To draw her flily from her ſeat, 
None but a friend has fkill, 


X. 
When minds dejected on their woes 
Are poring without end, 
Out of their hands this liſt of griefs 
Who but a friend dare rend? 


XI. 
If happy gales fhould to the ear 
Some pleaſing tidings blow, 
Let friends partake ; redonbled joys 
Thro' both our boſoms flow. 
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XII. 
If the loud tongue of buſy fame 
Shall diſmal news reveal; 
They may cut deep, but who ſo ſoon 
| As friends the wounds can heal? 


XIII. 
Were all the ſons of friendſhip met, 
The major part would vote, 
That from the ſpeech of mortal men 
The word Farewel we blot. 


XIV. 


In th' upper world, where frlendſhip 5 pure; 


The word did never found ; 
To part will never to their breaſts 
Give once the flighteft wound. 


XY. 
But 'midſt this ſad, diftrefling world, 
If friendſhip ever grow, F 
Then friends will ſure the bitter pangs 
Of ſeparation know. 
xvI. 

The parting day may fill the liſt 
Of nature's forrowing hours : 
When ſadneſs o'er our drooping heads 

Pours down her thickeſt ſhowers. 
| XVII. 
When on a friend, to life's laſt ſtep, 
We anxiouſly attend ; 
And ſee death, from its houſe of clay, 
The Autt'ring ſpirit rend. 
B 4 
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XVIII, 
Farewel, farewel, at that ſad hour, 
Muſt harrow all the ſoul ; 
And make the higheſt tide of grief 
Thro' all its channels roll. 
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III. I goed Man taking leave of bis Body 
at Death, 


I, 
Arewel, farewel, my fading fleſh, 
Juſt here our union ends : 
The marriage-band, by heav'n once ty'd, 
Death now aſunder rends. 


II, 
Beneath thy roof, in joyleſs mood, 
I many a day did pine: 
Unthankful oft to him that bade 
Such jarring partners join, 


III. 
Thou to this hour haſt prov'd a clog, 
When I would upward fly: 
My feeble pinions could not bear 
So dead a weight on high. 


IV, 
Now from my hands thy fetters break, 
See how I burſt thy chain: | 
To yonder world, from whence I'm born, 
I now return again. 
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V. 
No more thro* windows of your eyes, 
Shall I theſe heavens behold : 
Celeſtial glories to my mind 
Will inſtantly unfold. 


VI, 


Nor by your palate ſhall I taſte 

| Of earth's moſt boaſted fare : 
I go to banquet at that board, 
Where reaſon ſhall have ſhare, 


VII, 
Sounds home to me no more ſhall come, 
Thro' channel of your ear: 
I go where harmony divine, 
My ev'ry pow'r ſhall hear. 


VIII, 
Theſe lips may on the tongue inclos'd 
Still henceforth be lock'd down: 
I now can heavenly accents ſpeak, 
Which human ſpeech would drown, 


IX. 
Farewel, farewel, thou lifeleſs corſe; 
We part without a tear: 
Let theſe around thee weep a while, 
And deepeſt mourning wear. 


X. 
To me 'tis mirth, tis rapture, joy; 
With bliſs my boſom glows : 
The tide of high immortal life, 
My ev'ry power o'erflows, 


Bs 
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| 
XI, 
Reſt thou, my body, in death's houſe, 
| | Soft ſlumber mayft thou know; 
| | Till the dread hour, when Heaw'n's loud tramp 
| From pole to pole ſhall blow. 


| 

| XII. 

h No noiſe, in chambers of the grave, 

j Thy tedious ſleep will break: 

Till the laſt trump's tremendous ſound, 

ij Ye dead, ye dead, awake! 

| 3 

When from the everlaſting hills, 
Angelic hoſts convene; 

And all the bright, ethereal choirs, 
In downward march are ſeen. 


| XIV, 
I, from the vales of paradiſe, 
Will ply my golden wings : 
While wide creation's utmoſt bounds, 
Of judgment, judgment rings. 
3 =. 
Thou, undiſturb'd, ſhalt lift thy head 
On that eternal morn; 
When from the arms of the cold grave 
Her captives ſhall be torn. 


XVI. 
Then, on the confines of our world, 
II wiſtful look around; 
Till from amidft awak' ning dead, 
My partner ſhall be found. 
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XVII. . 
Then, in cloſe contract ſhall we join; 
By new and firmer tie; 
Which death ſhall never dare to looſe 
Thro' an eternity. 
XV111, 
In youth's perpetual roſy bloom 
Thy features then ſhall ſhine ; 
Down in the vale of hoary age 
Thou ne'er again ſhalt pine. 
XIX, 
No noiſy paſhons ori my fide 
Shall diſcompoſe thy frame; 
Nor will diſeaſe again in thee 
Light its conſuming flame, 


XN, 

No croſs, or care, can diſconcert 
My ever-peaceful mind ; 
Nor will you, as in former tithes, 
A jarring partner find. 
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IV. On ſeeing King Henry the Seventh's 
Chapel in Welſtminſter- Abbey, 


I, 
A OVE the royal ſepulchre 
Shauld ſubjects dare to tread ? 
Or ev'n to lift a foot above, 


Where kings do make their bed ? 
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II. 
Great-Britain's monarchs to this room, 
From off their thrones deſcend : 
Here in a coffin and a ſhroud, 
Earth's higheſt glories end. 


III. 


Death boldly enters thro' the guards, 
And rudely ſhakes the throne ; 

And bids the ſceptre quickly drop, 
In a commanding tone. 


IV. 
At once he from their royal brows 
Does pull th' encircling crown; 
And from their ſeats, with honour wreath'd, 
Them inſtantly thruſts down, 


V. 
Down in this melancholy vault, 
They unattended lie: 
In this bed- chamber, no great peer 
By night or day ſtands by. 


VI. 

No courtier, with his chearful air, 
Does their levee attend : 
None to the preſence want to come, 
No knees in homage bend. 


VII. 
No ſubject to the royal ear 
Does ever aſk the way; 
None wait his coming at this gate, 
His royal aid to pray. 
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VIII. 
Not ev'n the wretch, whom juſtice dooms 
By law his life to pay, 
Does here for royal clemency 
His warm petition lay. 
| 
All filent here and undiſturb'd, 
The tedious night they ſleep; 
Altho' no life-guards walk about, 
Or watch around them keep. 


X. 
O grandeur ! grandeur ! what a cheat 
Doft thou on .men impoſe ? 
And what deception on our fight 
Thy glare and tinſel throws ? 


XI. 
The man who looks on Britain's throne, 
And ſplendor ſhining round, 
Muſt ſay, The ſum of earthly bliſs 
On that bright ſeat is found. 


XII. 

But ſoon does the cold hand of death 
Wipe off this varniſh clean; 
And what beyond death's awful ſtroke 

Of majeſty is ſeen ? 


X111, 
Kings moſt renown'd, who ſhone like noon, 
| Yet ſtil] have ſet at night; 5 
And underneath ſome darkſome cloud, 
Been vail'd from mortal ſight. 
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XIV. 
The grave! the grave] th' impartial grave, 
No vain diſtinction knows; 
The duſt, in undiſtinguiſh'd heaps, 
Of kings and peafants throws. 


| Xv. 
Why then does man, fliort-fighted man, 
Want of fuck tinfel mourn; 
When to one level, in death's houſe, 
Both great and ſmall return? 
XVI. 
When death's cold waters quench life's ſpark, 
In one their aſhes blend: 
In this long home with all alike 
Life's journey fill does end. 
KITE 
We mortals down the ſtream of time, 
With differing ſplendor fail : 
I And in the paſſage ſome may meet 
| A croſs or proſp'rous gale. 
fi XV11T, 
Yet all in chambers of the grave, 
On the ſame pillow lie; 
And for preferment in theſe realms, 
"Tis folly to apply. 
XIX. 
Ve ſons of murmur, who at heav'n 
In impious mood repine, 
Becauſe ſome ſtars above your heads 
In higher ſpheres do ſhine; 
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XX. 

See here the end of all the pomp, 
Ev'n majeſty cart boaſt : 

Sure, thro' the lack of ſuch falſe glare, 
No ſolid good is loft. 


XXI. 
Let me, content thro” humble life, 
My journey ſtill purſue ; 
And for its vain, unmeaning pomp, 
A juſt indiff*rence ſhew. 
XXII. 
Both high and Tow, in the ſame houſe, 
Are ſure to meet at laſt: 
The duſt of ſov'reigns and their flaves 
Is to one charnel caſt. 
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V. A Welcome to Death. 


I 


OME forward, death, and let us talk, 
While on thy brink I ſtand : 
I fear thee not! Lo, I draw near 
To ſhake thy thrice-cold hand, 


II. 
I welcome thee to do thy work, 
Soon as my ſands are run: 
I ſeldom form'd an empty wiſh, 
Thy coming ſtroke to ſhun, 
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| Oa threſhold of my houſe of clay 

| ; Few moments ſhalt thou wait : 

At thy fix'd hour turn thou the key, 

And open wide the gate. 

fl IV, 

1 I'm priſon'd here, as in a cage; 

6 To life I cannot ſpring: 

Till thou a warrant from on high, 
For my releaſe ſhalt bring. 


v. 
Then to the land of light and life 
I'll joyous upward ſoar; 
And loud as any ſeraphim 
My Saviour-God adore. : 


VI. 
In ſome dark chamber of the grave 
Do thou this body lay; 
For in thy bands, O death, my friend! 
I fearleſs leave my clay, 


| VII. 
Haſte, take thy dart, thy ſpear, or bow, 
And lift thy killing hand: | 
I'll look thee boldly in the face, 
And thus undaunted ftand, 


VIII. ; 
Stretch thy benumbing fingers out, 
And freeze this vital flood; 
In ciſtern of my heart ſhut up 
Ihe circulating blood. 
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IX, 

But why doſt thou the ſons of men 
With thy grim looks affright ; 

And in ſuch monſtrous ugly forms 

Appear before their fight ? 


X. 


When thou art nam'd, all 'round the board, 


The ſons of mirth grow pale; 
And at thy very ſhadow too, 
Mens ſpirits ſeem to fail. 


XI. 
Doſt thou on a diſguiſed brow. 
Some maſk at preſent wear ? 
This angel-form could ne'er inſpire 
Such cruel, racking fear. 
XII. 
Did not thy Conqu'ror give command, 
That thou ſhouldſt thus array ; 


And bid each terrifying look . 
From me aſide to lay ? 


XIII. 
Since thou my Loxp's commiſſion bear ſt, 
Haſte to my boſom, Death: 
Come, I'll embrace thee, tho' I know 
Thou com'ſt to ſteal my breath, 


XIV, 
My breath is his, who bids my lungs 
With equal motion play : 
Now when he ſends to fetch it back, 
I muſt not ſay him nay. , 
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xv. | 
Such kindly welcome doſt thou meet, 
O death, at every gate? 


Didſt thou not bear a key in hand, 
Long would they make thee wait, 


| XVI. 

To thee I'm fully reconcil'd ; 
Thy very name I love: 

Thou from vexation, croſs and care, 
Wilt my deliy'rer prove. 


XVII. 
Once at thy ſound my blood grew chill; 
I counted thee my foe; 
And trembled at a thouſand darts, 
Thou at my breaſt wouldſt throw. 


. 

I ſhudder'd af that preeipice. 
Where tliotſands thou doſt bring : 
And down, down, dawn the vaſt abyſs, 

Without all warning fling. 

3 IK... | 

Ev'n mines of gold I would have ſold 
To pay my debt to thee; 
And by ſome other meſſenger 
From life to be ſet free. 


XX, 
But fince not few impatient years 
For thy approach J ſpent ; 
When oft to knock at neighb'ring doors 
I faw thee daily ſent. 
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VI. A good Man in his laſt Moments 
impatienily longing to be gone. 


I, 
IFE's cloſe is its moſt chearing ſcene, 
Now pleaſant tis to die: 
And *midſt ſuch rapture, joy and peace, 
On bed of roſes lie. 


II, 
Life's bitter'ſt hour is recompens'd 
By extaſies of death: 
He's paid an age of wo who yields, 
Triumphing yields his breath. 
111. 
The roof of this, my earthly houſe, 
Lets heav'nly light break thro” ; 


Celeſtial joys, thro all my ſoul, 
In higheſt tranſports flow. 


IV, 
Haſte, haſte, friend Death pull ev'ry pit; 
I'm all anxiety, 
To ſee, to hear, to feel, to know, 
What means eternity. 


y | 
Make haſte, cut, looſe, diffolye life's bands; 
I muſt, I muſt away : 
When immortality 's in view, 
Could patience bear delay ? 
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VI, 
I'll bear a pang, thy ſharpeſt pang, 
A dread-diflolving throe ; 
If to this land of light and love 
Thou'lt inſtant let me go. 


VII, 
I plume my wings, but ſome ſmall weight 
Still pulls me down again: 
And yet within this ruin'd houſe, 
The ſpirit does detain, 


VIII, 
I fee the land, ImManverL's land; 
O let me leap on ſhore |! 


To mingle with yon ſeraphim, 4. 
And loud as they adore. 
IX. 
I hear their harps, their golden harps, | 


The name Mxss1An raiſe : 
O let me join my notes with them, 
My God and theirs to praiſe, 


X. 
Ve friends ſurviving, dry your cheeks; 
Vour tears, your tears are loſt: 
Shed them for thoſe who on this ſea 
Of mortal life are toſt. 


XI. 
Juſt on my eye- lids let ſome friend 
His fingers gently lay; 
Without their aid I ſee the beams 
Of an eternal day, 
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XII. 
But quick, O death !—TH' angelic guards 
Are hov'ring all around: 
Impatient to embrace their charge, 
When thou haſt me unbound. 


XIII. 
Look, view my glaſs, the ſand is down, 
Say, Is not this the laſt? 
View ſtill the clock; and do thy work, 
Ere the fix'd hour go paſt. 


X1V, 
Force me not now thy name to change, 
And call thee yet my foe : 
Well art thou ſxill'd in this thy work, 
Why then to me ſo ſlow? 


XV. 
To him that pleads but for one hour, 
Thou diſregard'ſt his cry ; 
And inſtantly againſt his will 
His ſp'rit and fleſh untie, 


XVI. 
Why is it, death, that thus with me 
Thou canſt ſo long attend ; 
When thouſands more ev'n at this hour 
Their lives muſt likewiſe end ? 


XVII, 
But I retract; no warrant 's come 
From the life-giving Gope: 
I ſee thy eye fix'd on his throne, 
Till he at thee ſhall nod. 


22 NATURE SPIRITUALISED, in 4 


| EVIL 

To thee, my Gop, my life, my hope, 
I chearful yield my all; 

Of full diſmiſſion from my fleſh 
I patient wait thy call, 


XIX, 
Why ſhould I urge thy meſſenger 
Beyond his Lokp's deſire ? 
Or why, on glory's threſhold rapt, 
Should thus my ſpirits tire ? 


XX. 
But, Lokp, thou ſeeſt my panting ſoul, 
With warmeſt ardour glow ; 
Till the delights of yonder world 
I by experience know. 


xxl. 
Fain would I *neath the golden cloud, 
In deep proſtration bend: 
And, midſt theſe heav'nly extaſies, 
Praiſe to IMMANUEL ſend. 


XXII. 
Now | now! my breath begins to fail, 
The ſpirit's almoſt free; | 
And all the bands that kept their hold, 
At once aſunder flee, 


XXIII. 
The ſtruggle now is at an end, 
The battle's fairly won ; 
And an eternity of joy 
This moment is begun. 
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XX1V, 

I breathe, I feel immortal life, 
And taſte ſupernal joy: 

While dazzling glories round the throne 
My ev'ry pow'r employ. 
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VIII. On bearing of the accidental Blowing 
up of an Houſe in Elgin. | 


I, 
Los'd in the darkſome womb of time 
$ Big events priſon'd lie; 
Thro' which the higheſt ſeraph's glance 
Aims but in vain to pry. 


II. 
Th' eternal Gop has vail'd from ſight 
What objects lie before; 
And on each future coming ſcene 
In mercy lock'd the door. 


III. 
Poor thoughtleſs man walks on his road, 
Nor dreads approaching harm; 
Till in his ear the voice of death 
Sounds forth the dire alarm. 


IV. 
He fearleſs, from his peaceful couch, 


Starts with the riſing morn: 
Nor dreams that from the houſe of life 


He muſt ere night be tarn 


. —-— 4 — 
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VT. 
'Tis paſt the ken of man to ſay, 
W hat die next morning throws : 
If death, or life, ſhall firſt caſt up, 
*Tis God alone that knows. 


VI, 
Whoſe lips, of Elgin's dreadful 3 
Did thoughtleſs mortals tell, 
Till the ſad moment brought it forth, 
And toll'd the dreadful knell! 


VII. 


None told them, Death had laid his train, 
And ſoon his mine would ſpring: 

Which thro? the air, in one ſhort pulſe, 
Their ſhatter'd limbs would fling. * 


VIII. 
Ah! no: unſeen by mortal eye 
The fatal net was ſpread : 
No tongue did warn, till on the fnare 
They fearleſs came to tread, 


IX, 
But when the ear of liſt' ning death 
Heard the fix'd moment ring: 
He pulls an arrow from his fide, 
And fits it to the ſtring. 


*. 
Swift as the forked lightning's flaſh, 
The ſhaft unheeded flew ; 


The kindling match, to light his mine, 


He the ſame inſtant threy, - 


XI. Twixt 
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X1, 
- *Twixt time and vaſt eternity, 
The thin partition rends : | 
While croſs this life's dark bounding line, 
The parted ſpirit bends, 


XII. 
Before the ſcorched lumps of clay 
On the broad bier be cold; 
Full in the mind's enlarged view 
Unthought-of ſcenes unfold, 


XIII. : 

While o'er each mangled bleeding corſe 
Sad friends let fall a tear: 

The ſpirits let looſe, to the dread bar 
With ſolemn awe draw near. 


XIV, 
O how precarious is our leaſe 
Of this frail houſe of clay ! 
Heav'n from the view of young and old 
Hides the removing day. 
XV, 
None know that gate thro' which our foe 
Will to the heart make way : 
Or what diſeaſe this mortal frame 
Muſt in its ruins lay. 


XVI. 
Ye fools! who on to- morrow's ſun 
Build your eternity; 
Unſtable ſeems your corner-ſtone, 
When this dread ſcene you ſpy. 
C 
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XVII. 


Some ears may hear to-morrow's ſteps, 


While it advances near: 
But thouſands now ſee their laſt ſun, 
The next will light their bier. 


XVIII. 
This dreadful day, from its dark womb, 
Dire events brought to view; 
To-morrow with its early dawn 
Miay bring the like to you. 


XIX. 


Death ſends not a diſeaſe before, 
To tell he's on his way: 


Nor does he on a ſleepleſs couch 


The tortur'd joints ſtill lay. 
XX. 
He ſoon thy tenement of clay 
Can back to rubbiſh turn: 
Altho? he light no feveriſh flame 
Its crackling roof to burn, 


XXI. 
O man! in length'ning of thy days 
To-morrow never place; 
Perhaps it is one day beyond 
Your life's ſubſcribed leaſe. 


XXII. 

Heaven gives no man his breath of life 
Sure for one future day: 

His will's our term; and when he warns, 

Who dare the ſpirit ſtay? | 
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IX. On mis-ſpent Time. 


1. 


HES E loud complaints of ſquander d days 


Sound well in reaſon's ear: 
Far more than treaſures of the world, 
Of time ſhe bids take care. 


11, 
Well may we mourn our golden hours, 


In folly's grave now laid : 
And for that waſte of our paſt years, 


We wantonly have made. 


III. 
The ghoſts of murder'd hours muſt ſure 
Our midnight ſlumbers fright; 
And in review, amidſt the gloom, 
Paſs oft before our ſight. 


IV. 
Midſt black abodes of fell deſpair 
Such ſpectres oft appear: 
'Theſe, more than ſcourges of the fiends, 
Deſpairing wretches fear. 


V. 
How ſad to view immortal men 
Their time regardleſs ſpend ; 
And ev'ry ſpace of mortal life, 
With horrid deeds to blend, 
C 2 
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Ve -. 
No royal mandate ever ſtopt 
One ſecond in its flight; 
Or brought one moment back. again 
From the dark cave of night. 


VII. 
Not all the mountains earth around, 
The ſtream of time can ſtay ; 


Or once before its fleeting wave 
The ſhorteſt hindrance lay. 


VIII. 
Still to eternity's abyſs 
It rolls its waters on; 
With each new breath, ſtill from our hands 
A precious part is gone, 


IX. 
A man may o'er the briny tide, 
Earth's coſtlieſt gifts beſtow; 
And in the boſom of the deep 
Fine gold unheeded throw. 


X. 
But who, unblam'd, his golden years 
Can always thus mis-ſpend ? 
Or 'midſt th' active ſcenes of life, 
Act ever to no end? 


. X1, 

Such thoughtleſs men, in bitter tone, 
Their waſte of time will mourn ; 

And offer all their wealth, in vain, 
For one loſt hour's return. 
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XII. 
Could time for ſceptres have been bought, 
Earth's crowns had all been ſold; 
And monarchs, for ſome further ſpace, 
Had barter'd all their gold. 


XIII, 
O man! take care to manage well 
What worlds want wealth to buy; 
Which loſt, will ſting the tortur'd foul 
Thro' long eternity. 


XIV. 


Round many a head time's gentle gales 
Now unregarded blow; 

But ſoon that ſeaſon will arrive, 
When all their worth ſhall know. 


XV. 
All ye who ſorrow o'er the tombs. 
Of precious ſeaſons gone; 
O prize to-day ! with mortal things 
You'll very ſoon have done. 
XVI. 
Advancing age from off your days 
The flower apace does crop: 


True wiſdom let your fingers glean, 
Before your pulſe ſhall ſtop. 


XVII. 
Tho' ſeed- time ſeem to you quite paſt, 
Thus late attempt to ſow; 
When heaven vouchſafes its latter rain, 
Late handfuls often grow. 


C 3 
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i FFF 
l| X. On hearing Priſoners for Debt in New- 


gate, aſking Charity, 


I, 
HE pris'ners, in faſt durance held, 
Look thro? the ruſty grate; 
And in each paſſing ear tell loud 
Their melancholy: fate. 
11. 
Outcaſts from day, their joyleſs hours 
They *neath gray twilight ſpend: 
Even hope ſcarce round theſe chearleſs walls 
One trembling ray will ſend, — 
III. 
Their unrelenting ereditors 
Their boſoms ſeem to ſteel, 
Nor for the debtor's joyleſs lot 
One kind emotion feel. 


IV. 


While all around the ſilver ſtreams 
Of liberty do ſip; 

Nought but ſour thick' ning dregs of care 
Do touch the debtor's lip. 


V. 
Sleep, on his humble bed of , 
Is moſt averſe to lie; 
Vea, ſlumber too his ardent ſuit 
Not ſeldom does deny. 
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"Fs 
Oft, oft the jailor turns the key, 
But not for his releaſe: 
"Tis long ere at the gate he knock, 
Who brings his act of grace. 


VII. 


O ſweet compaſſion ! why thus fled 
From *midſt the human mind: 

Or why ſhould man, who reaſon boaſts, 
Prove cruel to his kind ? 


VIII. 


Men to the owner of their breath 
Uncounted ſums do owe: 

Nor does he for that debt immenſe, 
To priſon inſtant throw. 


1 
Vea, to our bankrupt mortal race 
Heaven gives a lengthen'd day: 
And mercy too tells down the ſum 
Its juſt demands to pay. 


X, 
For a long ſeaſon men have leave 
To wander earth around ; 
At freedom till, nor are their joints 
By galling fetters bound. 


X1, 
Divine forbearance hourly pleads ' 
For poor inſolvent man; 
Oft ſtays the meſſenger of death, 


And lengthens out life's ſpan. 
C 4 


Jt. 
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XII. 
Whom to the dark tremendous jail 
Does heaven's great Sov'reign throw; 
Who owns, in penitential mood, 
What debts to him they owe? 


XIII. 
To him that pleads inſolvency, 
He paſſes from his claim; 
If uprightly he aſk diſcharge 
In his MEssIAH's name. 


XIV. 
If from his book, ere life's laſt breath, 
The debt he ceaſe to blot: 
Then juſtice will arreſt the wretch 
On that moſt awful ſpot, 
. 
Still in the priſon of his wrath 
Th' inſolvent wretch muſt lie; 


Lock'd faſt in everlaſting chains, 
Thro' long eternity. 


P 


XI. On ſceing a Murderer put to death. 


I, 
N life's throng'd ſtage each paſſing day 
The blackeſt deeds are wrought ; 
Where actors hid behind a ſcreen 
Are to no reck'ning brought. 
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Sometimes the law, with wary pace, | 
Treads on th' offender's heel; 
And makes him, when the deed is done, 


c 


Its cloſeſt gripes to feel. 
III, 


From yonder wretch, the law's loud age 
Demands his very breath; 

And for his dire offence has drawn 
Th' unpitying dart of death. 


IV, 
Thro' theſe moſt num'rous buſy crowds 
He's ſlowly led along, 
To yield the forfeit of bis life, 
As payment for his wrong. 
8 
Few moments hence, on all around, 
Death will his eye-lids cloſe ; 


Soon muſt he by experience know 
The laſt diſſolving throes, 


VI. 
Now public juſtice aims its ſpear, 
This monſter's blood to ſpill; 
Who late his cup of former crimes. 
Did with black murder fill. 
VII. 
Dread crime! to break the houſe of Hife. 7 
And ſteal its flame away; | | 
And in a ruin'd heap of: duſt 
Heav'n's ſacred temple lay, — 
C 5 ; 
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VIII. 
Fell is that hate which boils within 
The murderer's fev'riſh- mind; 
Which rages till to his foe's heart 
His ſword a paſſage find. 


| IX. 

No wonder tho” life's echoing vale 
With grief's loud howlings ring; 

When man to man ſuch countleſs ills 
Does unrelenting bring. 

| X. 

From many parts, full in man's face, 
Black roring tempeſts beat: 


How hard, that ſtorms of human rage 
Around his head ſhould meet 


| X1, 

The ſavage tribes, that thro* the woods 
Do nightly prowl for prey, 
Reproach man loud ; nor on their kind 

Their murd'rous fangs will lay. 
X11. 
But human hearts, by hands of men, 
Are made full fore to ake: 
Beneath a load of cauſeleſs wrongs 
Their very ſtrings do break. 
XIII. 
How wild that ſoil is now become, 
Where ſuch rank weeds do grow: 
Foul is that ſhore, where rank ling hate 
In tides ſo ſtrong doth flow, 


| 
18 
0 
| 
| 
4 
1 
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XIV. 

If thro' the channel of my ſoul 
Such waters ſeldom: ſwell ; 

Or midſt the chambers of the mind 

Theſe tenants fear to dwell ;- 
XV. 

For this diſtinguiſhing reſtraint, 154 28T 
Heav'n juſtly: claims the praiſe ; | 

And bids me to JERovan's name 411 
My grateful incenſe raiſe. | 
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XII. On the bountiful Proviſion made fur 
Man in this World. ; 


J. 
Eav'n on its bankrupt tenant man 
No coſt would ſeem to ſpare; 
High o'er his head, yon ſpangled roof 

| A hand divine did rear. 


II. 
Beneath his feet, a coſtly. cloth; © 
Of living green is ſpread; 
A carpet of the richeſt dies 
For his ſole uſe is laid. 
111. 
Each flower is charg'd its rent to man 
In ſweet perfumes to pay; 
And at his feet each fruitful branch 
Muſt its ripe tribute lay. 5 


* 
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+ 
Ten thouſand ſongſters *midſt the grove 
Are bid their voices rear; 
And to the ear of man, their lord, 
Melodious airs ſtill bear. | 


V. 
The fatt'ning droves that graze around, 
And o'er the paſtures ſtray, 
Muſt underneath the toilſome yoke 
Their patient ſhoulders. lay, 


VI. 
The flocks to man from off their backs 
Their clothing yearly lend ; 
Nor murmur when their fleecy cloke 
The owner's hand does rend. 


VII, 
The lamb beneath the butch'ring knife 
Lays down its harmleſs head; 
And patient meets untimely death, 
As pleas'd for man to bleed. 


VIII. 


The haſty ſtreams, which thro' the vales 
Their liquid currents drive; 

Which ſhall be foremoſt for man's uſe, 
Each drop would ſeem to ſtrive. 


IX, 
For him the countleſs, wand'ring clouds, 
That blot the azure. ſky, 
Are charg'd all round the thirſty earth 
In moiſt'ning ſhowers to fly. 


X. 
For him the kindling ſource of day, 


Each morn we ſee return; 
In ſconces of the firmament 


The ftarry lamps do burn. 


| XI. 

The tribes that are by inſtinct taught, 
The brow of man revere; 

For him, their ſublunary lord, 
Betray a conſcious fear. 


XII. 
The tenants of earth, air and ſea, 
Are charg'd man's call to heed; 
And meekly 'neath his lifted hand 
Without reſtſtance bleed. 


XIII, 
Man, to the Owner of our world, 
His rent ſhould duly pay; 
And at his footſtool, for his leaſe 
His grateful tribute lay. 


XIV. 

His rent for all theſe perquiſites- 
The Owner cannot find; 

At ev'ry term inſolvent man 
In tribute falls behind. 


XV. 
Moft juſtly might He diſpoſſeſs 
Th' unprofitable race; | 
And thro? the kingdoms of the earth r 
Some better tenants place. 


Loud Hallelujahs to heav'n 
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I. 


By thankleſs man are Joſt: 
Grateful Hoſannas ſtill might riſe 
From a pure upright hoſt. 


XVII. 
Think, man, thou occupi'ſt the room, 
Where faultleſs ſpirits might dwell; 
Our Gon could have repleniſh'd earth 
With ſouls that never fell. 


* * * A AAA 


XIII. On bearing an old Man complaining 
of the Infirmities.of old Age. 
OON, ſoon the 'ſummer-days of life 
Unthinking mortals ſpend ; 


Nor know them gone, till with old age 


Their ſtooping ſhoulders bend. 


II. 
When wintry age ſnows round our heads, 
And rores with ſurly blaſt, 
For the cold region of the grave 
Each ſtorm prepares us faſt. 


= - 
Beneath thin locks: of ſilver hairs, 
To earth we hang the head ; 
Till on death's field, like ſhocks of corn, 
Our wither'd limbs-are ſpread, 
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IV. 

Age, with an unperceived hand, 

Soon furrows o'er the face; 

Fine features ſpoils, and in their room 
Does nought but wrinkles place, 

Wa. 

The frail foundations of our frame, 
Thro' blaſts of age do ſhake ; 

And then the pillars of the houſe 

With weight of years do break, 


VI. 
Full fourſcore winters in his face 
Their cutting ſtorms have blown; 
And ev'ry ſeaſon in his mind 
Life's thorny cares have grown. 
ViIL © 
Dull repetitions grate his ear 
Of life's unpleaſing tale: 
The joys he drank in youthful days, 
Long ſince are turned ſtale. 
VIII. 
The ſprings of ſublunary bliſs, 
He finds almoſt grown dry: 
With draughts from thence to quench his thirſt, 
Tis now in vain to try. 
„ 
Long, long amidſt the ways of men 
His weary ſteps have trod; 
And now he longs to be recall'd 
From life's unpleaſant road. 
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Xx. 
The riſing morn around his couch 
Sends forth its earlieſt ray: 
He from his pillow, with cold air, 
Salutes the new- born day. 


XI. 
Too well he knows that cramping pains 
Await each coming day; 
That on a ſleepleſs coueh he muſt 
His furrow'd temples lay. 
X11, 
Let him appretiate ſenſual joys, 
He'll prize them very low; 
He by ten thouſand various proofs 
Their want of worth does know. 
X111, 
To him earth's buſy ſcenes ſeem ſtrange ; 
_ He longs to quit the ſtage: 
Each leaf of life's fair book turn'd o'er, 
He ſees the final: page. 


XIV. 

'Tis hard th' upbraidings of old age 
For youthful faults to bear ; 
And harder ftill when keen remorſe 
The mind does nightly tear. 


XV. 
When in the a vale of years 
We tread with ſolemn pace; | 
The ſun that chears, the noon. of life 
There ſeldom darts his . 
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XVI. 
Tis from beyond death's bounding line 
Our help muſt then be brought; 
From proſpects of the world above 
Our joys muſt then be ſought. 


eee 


XIV. On ſeeing a Man with many Wounds 
begging bis Bread. 


1. 
HE beggar pleads in piteous tone, 
His lips with rhet' ric flow; 
Which makes the tender heart apace _. | 
With ſympathy to glow. | { 3] 


11. : 
With mournful and affecting aii 5 
He ſhews the gaping wound; 
And points where galling cords of pain 
Do roll his body round. * 12 


III. 
A tongue in mouth of ev'ry wound 
Speaks in compaſſion's ear: 
Methinks I feel my ſoul ſteal forth, 
And to the ſound draw near. 


IV, 
He needs not ſtrain his throat ſo wide, 
To ſpeak his moving tale; , 
Theſe wounds, with their unfeigned lips, 
His nightly pains reveal, 
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v. 
Hark, how each grone can whiſper too, 
In moſt affecting ſtrain; 
And gently penetrate the heart, 
Like heav'n's deſcending rain. 
VI, 
When on his pale and dimpled cheek 
The name of Man I read, 
Within the center of my breaſt 
I feel my bowels bleed. 
VII. 
Heav'n on his mind, as deep as mine, 
Engraved reaſon's lines: 
With luſtre ey'ry way as bright, 
Its lamp in him ſtill ſhines. 
VIII. 
Once thro his veins pure purple tides 
For many ſeaſons flow'd; 
And on a ſmooth» and proſp'rous ſtream 
With lightſome oars he row d. 
IX. 
Tho' now beneath a weight of wo 
His ſhoulders ſeem to bend: 
Who knows but ſoon his ſpirit may 
To glory's ſeat aſcend ? 
| x. 

Then ſeraphs of his kin will boaſt, 
And waft him thro' the ſkies ; 
They'll joyous tune their golden harps, 
While he their anthems tries. 
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AI. 
While now thro? want's deſpiſed vale 
He ſeeks the: thorny road : 
Fain would I reach my feeble. arm | 
To eaſe him of his load. 
BE 
What owe I not to heav'n's Great King, 
Whoſe hand did caſt my lot; 


And for a ſeaſon, pitch'd my tent 
On a more joyous ſpot ? 


X111, 
Still in my breaft, to ſons of wo, 
Pm bidden from above, 
Blow up a ſympathetic flame, 
And kindle ardent love. 
XIV. 
All ye who drink from plenty's cups 
Heav'n's bounty never ſpill; 


When it o'erflows, - bid needy ones 
Their empty pitchers fill. 


XV. 
If to the cry of fad diſtreſs 
Compaſſion lends an ear; 
Can he be deaf, who gave to man 
Fell mis'ry's cry to hear? 
XVI. 
When at its deep reſounding grone 
Thy haſty footſteps run; 
Will the bleſt Parent of our race 
The piteous object ſhun ? 


43 
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XV11, 
If ſons of need before thy door 
Meet never cold diſdain ; 
Dread not that mercy from its gate 
Will thruſt thee back again. 


SE0S0S0 00004 


XV. On the Dawning of the Day. 


"POP 
ARK night now from her cloudy throne, 
Unmurm' ring muſt deſcend ; 
And to the hands. of. welcome day 
Her gloomy ſceptre lend. 


1 
Theſe curtains hung around our world, 
Are ſlowly drawn aſide; 
Which from our ſight, the firmament 
The tedious night did hide. 


III. 
The bright'ning rays of riſing day 
Shoot from the eaſtern ſky; | 
And floating clouds that fail along, 
Glow with a crimſon die. 


IV. 
The lamp of day, new fill'd with, oil, 
Will ſoon appear to view; 
The bounteous Owner of the earth 
Will light it up anew. 
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v. 
All nature for this joyous ſight 
A grateful homage pays 
To Him, who round a chearleſs world 
Sends down theſe welcome rays. 
VI. 
The larks in concert ſing their hymn, 
And gradual ſoar on high; 
As if they meant, with warbling notes, 
To reach the ſtarry ſky. 


VII. 
The leſſer ſongſters of the grove 
| The chorus ſoon renew; 
And to the flumb'ring ſons of men 
A pattern ſeem to ſhew. 


VIII. 
The bleating flocks around the fold 
Join in the gen'ral joy; 
In ſalutation of the day, 
They hoarſer notes employ. 


IX. 
The finny tenants of the flooude. 
Leap from the cryſtal: ſtream, 
To taſte Aurora's balmy breath, ' _ 
And feel th' enlivining beam. 
| x. 
None but the beaſts of prey do ſkulk 
From the bright eye of day; 
Who, in their darkſome dens ſhut up, 
Devour their mangled: prey . | 


46 Narun SPORIFUALIOED, i 


XI. 
When heav'n's wide concave rings with praiſe, 
O men, O men, ſing loud; 1 


From earth around, let incenſe riſe 
In one extended cloud. 


XII. 
Tune thou, O Gop, my wayward heart 
To harmony divine; 
That I may with the ſeraphim 
In adoration join. 


XIII. 
Lox, in thine ear my fweeteſt notes 
Will prove a jarring ſound ; 
Till by thy hand my various pow'rs 
To proper pitch be wound. 


XIV. 

Teach me ſtill with thy ſervants true 
To liſp thy name each morn; 
And bow my knee, when purple ſtreaks 

The ruddy eaſt adorn. 


XV. 

Then let thy heav'nly grace blow up 
Devotion's flame on high, 
From midſt the embers; where, till then, 

It did all ſmother'd lie. 


XVI. 
While from thy golden urn thou pour'ſt 
Theſe precious moments out; 
As faſt as they, in duty's ſphere 
May I ſtill move about. 
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XVII, 

Since from my hands each paſſing hour 

Still ſtruggles to take flight; 

Some pious deed may each ſtill ſhew, 
While parting from my fight.” 

XVIII. 

My glaſs again thy hand has turn'd, 
Behold, *tis running faſt ; 

May I improve this new-born day, 

As if it were my laſt | 
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XVI. On the Riſing of the Sun. 


I, 
HE glorious ſun now ſeems awak'd 
From ſlumbers of the night; 
That with his all-enliv'ning beams 
He earth around may light. 
II. 
He haſtes in ſuits of bright array 
His body to adorn; 
Like the bridegroom to meet his bride, 
On the ſweet nuptial morn. 


III. 
Now joyous from the eaſt he ſtarts, 
And travels thro' the ſky 
His kindly. rays, in plenteous ſtreams, 
To worlds ſurrounding fix. 
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IV. 
Unmurmuring he, his race ſtill runs, 
Where God points out his way; 
He ſeems to ſmile, as he aſcends 
To dart his noon-tide ray. 


* 
No reſt amidſt that up-hill road, 
Will he at all demand; 
To gaze at wonders round theſe worlds, 
No eye will ſee him ſtand. 


VI. 
Once only, at th' Almighty word, 
Some hours he ſtopt his pace; 
Till Gop's great quarrel was aveng'd, 
He would not run his race, 


| VII, 

Once more in deep aſtoniſhment 
He ſeem'd to loſe his way 

And doubt if on our guilty world. 


He ſhould let fall a ray. 


VIII. 
Nor wonder when he ſaw the deed 
*Gainſt Gop's Anointed done; 
Ev'n tort'ring nails pierc'd thro? the hands 
Of his eternal Son. 


IX. 
Well might he at this horrid ſight 
With thick clouds vail his face; 
And even in nature's utmoſt bounds, 
Seek out ſome hiding- place. 


Varitty , P O E MS. 
But why, O why did he delay 
| Hot ſcorching rays to ſend ; 


That earth; with monftrous brood of men, 


Might meet. 2 end + 
* XI. 
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And pour'd its brighteſt ray; 
When the clear ſun drew in his beams, 
And into night turn'd day. 

X11, 


Tell not, O ſun! th' innum'rous tribes ' 


Along thy heav'nly road; 
That thoſe who dwell in yonder world, 
Did crucify their Gop. 
. 
They'll wonder that to other worlds, 
That hour thou waſt not ſent; 
Each beam ſpread round ſuch guilty men, 
They will account mis-ſpent. 


XIV, 
That ſuch a liant, on ſuch a race, 


Heav'n's King ſhould ſtill beſtow ; | 


May cauſe the coldeſt human heart 
| With grateful warmth to glow. 


XV, 
High is the coſt. of precious oil, 
That lamp of day Fxpends : 

The worth is great of ev'ry beam, 
That Gon to mortals ſends. 

D 
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XVI. 

If he at ſuch a charge each day, 
Aﬀord his ſervants light; 

And o'er heav'n's ſpreading arch blow up 
Th' unnumber'd fires of night: 


XV11, 
"Twas not to light us ſons of men 
Thro' many a crooked way; 
Or guide our footſteps far abroad, 
On folly's mount to ſtray. 


XVIII, 
Sure, ſure, when life's laſt ev'ning glooms, 
And thick'ning darkneſs ſpreads ; 
We of our work muſt yield the tale, 
Before we reſt, our heads. 


XIX. 
O think ! how faſt your days expire, 
This hour now breathes its laſt ; 
Tae tide of ebbing time itſelf, | 
Will ſoon, ah! ſoon, be paſt. 


XX. 
O chace not then theſe wither'd ſtraws, 
Which o' er earth's ſurface blow; 
Nor toil to reap theſe blaſted ears, 
On this ſide death that grow. 


FR 
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XVII. On the Evening. 


I. bo 
OW night, in ſober liv'ry dreſs'd, 
With filent ſteps draws near 
And cloſe behind departing day 
Its ſtandard haſtes to rear. 


II, 
Soon as the ſun, from yonder ſkies, 
At the fix'd hour retires ;- 
Then, lo! an unperceived hand 
Lights up ten thouſand- fires, 


III. 
Night now aſcends its gloomy throne, 
And the dark ſceptre ſways; 
The trav'ler then from the broad path 
With weary footſteps ſtrays. 
gn 
My ſoul ! new threads of life's ſhort web 
Time's buſy hand has ſpun ; - 
And death, that plays his game for life, 
Another ſtake has 'won. 
v. 
Unequal is thy chance with him, 
Thine is the loſer's ſhare : 
He'll pilfer all thy ftock of time, 
Nor thy laſt moment ſpare, 
D 2 
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Vi. 
With quick diſpatch theſe flying hours 
Steal onward from my view; 
And tho' they never will return, 
Stay not to bid adieu. 


VII, 
Yes, with paſt days, beyond the grave, 
In ſolemn hour we meet: 
Theſe, as men paſs the ſtraits of death, 
Their former owners greet. 


VIII. 
The dreary ghoſts of ſquander'd hours 
The parting ſoul attend; 
And, hand in hand, to the dread bar 
| A ſteady courſe they bend, 


IX, 
Soon hoary time, with wrinkled brow, 
For quick redreſs will cry ; 
And ſhew life's wide diſcolour'd field, 
Where days all bleeding lie. 


X. 
O men! ſtill welcome coming hours; 
Midſt kind embraces part; 
That of remorſe for murder'd years 
You ne'er may feel the ſmart. 


XI. 
Dread crime! to ſtab this honour'd gueſt, 
— Kind Heav'n to thee has ſent; 
And thus abuſe that precious truſt 
Thy Gop to thee but lent, 
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VIII. On the Moon, 


I. 


HE moon, with clear majeſtic brow, 


Looks from the diſtant ſky ; 
And kindly to our gloomy world, 
At midnight hour draws nigh. 


II. 


Oft when the ſun forſakes the ſkies, 


And hides his radiant head; 
She for her tedious. journey decks, 
And travels in his ſtead, 
IL. 
In rear of the departing day 
Her beams do faſt purſue 
And to our darken'd hemiſphere 
They milder light. renew. 


IV. 
»Tis borrow'd luſtre, not her own, 


That makes her face thus bright; 


With ſplendor from the abſent fun, 
She's cover'd thus with light. 


V 


Thus ſhould the minds of mortal men 


With darkneſs overſpread, 
Like yonder moon, ſtil] borrow light 


From light's pure fountain-head, 
= 
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VI. 
And yet her rays do often fade, 
And ſeem each month to die ; 


But ſtill the ſickly flame revives, 
To ſhine again on high. 
VII, 
Thus varying is th' inconſtant moon; 
One face ſhe ſeldom wears: 
Each night, or growing, or decay'd, 
She to our ſight appears. 


VIII. 
Juſt thus all ſublunary things 
Perpetual changes know: 
A while they flouriſh, but ere long 
Fade faſter than they grow. 
IX. 
Thus man himſelf to age mature, 
By little does increaſe; 
But ev'ry year behind life's full, 
Finds ſtrength and ſpirits leſs. 


X. 
Oft too the interpoſing earth 
Eclipſes ſolar lighgnt; 
And turns the pleaſing midnight ſcene 
To an unjoyous night. 


XI. 
Juſt thus *twixt man and light's bleſt ſource, 
Guilt forms a cloud between; 
Thro' it this chearing ſun's bright face 
Cannot be clearly ſeen. x 


| XIT, 
On this or farther fide of earth, 
Thee moon does nightly riſe ; 
Who ever yet ſaw her deſert 

Her ſtation in the ſkies ? 


X111, 
Still ſhe performs her courſe within 
The Great Creator's bounds ; 


Juſt where he plann'd her journey out, 


She runs her wonted rounds, 


XIV, 
Thus Gop all-wiſe, to ev'ry man 
His ſtation does allot ; 
And of his reſidence on earth 
Marks out the very ſpot. 


XV. 
Still in that ſphere, by Him affign'd, 
Man ſhould unwearied move: 
Nor murmur, tho' high o'er his head 
Another rolls above. 


XVI. 

But, ah! a day, an awful day, 
Will ſoon appear to view; 
Which of this moon far other change 
Will in an inſtant ſhew. 


XVII. 
Her face, on which we nightly gaze, 
To blood that hour ſhall turn; 
While cluſt'ring worlds, on ev'ry ſide, 
In mingling blazes burn. 
D 4 
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X Y.111. 


Give me, Great Gop ] without diſmay, , 
To view. the awful e n' 

And ſee this wond'rous wreck of worlds 
With mind and look ſerene. 


XIX. On ibe Stars, 


A. 
HE ſetting "WY has clos'd his eyes, 
Which late on men did ſhine : 
Behind the miſty mountain's top 
He haſtes to. a decline. 
II. 
How ſwift round this wide world he ran, 
In human ways to pry! 


And now ſeems fled to make report 
Of all that met his ey e. 


111. 
And now ten thouſand wakeful eyes 
Lift up their lids above; 
And from the blue ethereal vault 
Mens keen obſervers prove. 


IV. 
They on the crooked paths of men 
The live-long night do gaze; | 
Still twinkling thro' the midnight gloom 
With unextinguiſh'd blaze, 
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Vs: 
Now ſons of riot, drench'd in wine, 
Aſcend the luſtful bed; _ 
Perjur'd adulterers under feet 
Their nuptial vows do tread. 4 


VI, 
How dare ye then, O godleſs crew ! 
Your guilty boſoms ſtain ; 
And thus unbluſhing, act this ſcene . 
Before heav'n's ftarry train? 


* 


VII. 
Will not theſe ſecret ſpies reveal 
Each breath of wrong deſire; | 
When in the bottom of your breaſts 
You feed laſcivious fire? 


VIII. 
How glorious is that ſpangled roof, 
Where ſtars unnumber'd glow ; 
What leſs than the Almighty breath, 
Such fires could nightly blow ? 


IX. 
An hand divine did ſmite the rock 
Whence theſe bright ſparks did fly; 
Which ſtud the blue ethereal vault, 
And garniſh all the ſky. 
| _ | 
Our bounteous Gop o'er theſe high fields, 
Theſe countleſs worlds did ſow ; + 
And o'er the ſhining milky way _. 
All theſe bright gems did throw, 
| Ds 
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XI. | . 


| Who ſees theſe boundleſs lengths of ſpace, 


And all theſe orbs on high, © 
Muſt ſay, How great *s that awful Gop 
Who fills immenſity ! ! 
. 
Amidſt theſe vaſt, ſtill rolling ſpheres, 
How little is earth's ſpot ; 
*T will make ſmall blank when from the map 
The Owner ſhall it blot. -» 
. ü 
And yet beyond theſe coſtly worlds — 
That pave heav'n's radiant floor; 
The Great Creator in man's breaſt 
Far higher wealth did pour. 
xIv. 
What tho' in one great blended maſs 
Theſe ftars were melted down, 
His word on nature's ruin'd head 
Would ſoon replace the crown. 
XV, 


Oft at the ſtarry midnight hour 
In reaſon's ſcales I try, 

If theſe unnumber'd ftarry hoſts 
One precious ſoul could buy. 


| XVI. 
Light are e they, when in balance pois d, 8 
Gainſt an immortal man; 
If meted thus, their wide extent 
Contracts into a ſpan, 


XVII. 


This ſoul, when captive, to buy back, 
A God ſuch ranfom'paid z | | 
As with an univerſe of worlds 
In ſcales muſt not be laid. 
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XX. 'On Sleep. 


3 
OW all around this gloomy world 
Dark-colour'd clouds are ſpread; 
Grand hangings, which a hand divine 
Has drawn around man's bed. » 
| __ 
Man, by Wis kind, indulgent Gop, 
Each evening *s lull'd to ſleep: 
And him th' Almighty's ſheltring wing 
From harm does nightly*keep, * 
1II. 
When ſleep invites to kind repoſe; 
He calms the din of day; 
That man, his fav'rite, on the couen 
His wearied limbs may lay 
| IV. 
Kind fleep betwixt man and bis woes, 
Her curtains draws at night; 
And while he on the pillow reſts, 
Keeps them far out of ſight, | 
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Fo 


When 1 reflection 1 ber down: 2 


In mem'ry's book to read, 
And from its tables recollecet 
The half- forgotten deed: 


VI. 
aft! then on 'mem'ry's various rooms 
Sleep kindly bolts the door; 
Leſt poor afflicted man all night 
Should on his mis'ries pore. 


. 
Cold waters, from oblivion's ſpring, 
She o'er his temples pours: 
Her ſoft and ſleep- creating dews 
Ihe all Org him ſhow'rs, 


VIII. 


Did not this kind companion, Sleep, 
To ſons of grief draw near, 
Mortality the woes of life 
Could at no ſeaſon bear. 


IX. 
Sleep with her gentle hand rolls up 
Frail life's relaxed ſpring: 
To him who grief in youth did wed, 
It ſhort divorce does bring. 


RX. 

Sleep viſits too the priſon-houſe, 

And burſts the felon's chain; 

And makes his ſtraw an eaſy couch, 
Till day return again. 
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XR 
"Tis Sleep on black intruding care 
Alone can ſhut the door; 
And cloſe the eye, that on its woes 7 
Has purpos'd ſtill to pore. 
. | 
There is no diſh in life's dull a_ ; wel * 
That proves ſo rich a chea:: 5 
When loſt, to buy it back, no price 
We mortals count too dear. 


_— ..... —————— 


. XIII. 
Yet under many joyleſs roofs, 
Of fleep they loud ee | 
That they ſearce taſte his healing draught, 
To eaſe their ſmarting pain. 


XIV. 
With him who blood of man has ſpilt :. 
Sleep uſes to be ſnhy: TD © bl 
And from his couch at early morn 

Aﬀrighted ſeems: to fly. 


4 1 i ? 
„„ — * i 4. 
4 


* 


XV. 
Kind heav'n, each night, of fleep's o houſe 
Conducts within the door; 
Where ſweeteſt cordials are bre I * 
Tir'd nature to reſtore. qozt. 1 


XVI. 
Sleep, the companion of my youth, 
Cloſe by my fide did lie; 
And tho' life's bloom apace decays, 
It to my couch draws nigh, 
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XVII. 
Him I adore: who gave my breath, 
And fans it with his wingngz 
Who nightly bids this gentle nurſe 
Theſe balmy odours bring. 
XVIII. | 
What for this gracious boon I owe, 
The yelling fiends can tell; 
Who fleepleſs' toſs, on vole ef fame, 
In an eternal hell. 


XIX, 
Of men, ſome know its worth to prize, 
If keen remorſe do ſting; + 
When horrid crimes loud in their ears 
Their dreadful knells do ring. 


XX. 
Sleep locks our ſenſes down, and ſhuts 
The various rooms of thought: 
Tho' fancy 's buſy, no reſolve” 
Is to perfection brought. 
XXI. 
Wild be lock d up by death, 
My final foe, whoſe elay-cold hand 
Will ſtop my vital breath, '* - © 
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XXI. On a Shower of Rain. TA 


I, 
s 3 H' impatient waters long reſtrain'd 
In boſom of the cloud, 
Now from their priſon long to burſt 
In a deſcending flood. 


II. 
Earth parch'd, beneath the burning noon 
Of thirſt, to heav'n does cry; 
And longs to feel the kindly ſhow'r, 
Pour'd from the pitying ſky. 
1II. 
The lowing herds in plaintive tone 
Invoke the Gop of rain; 


That he the wither'd piles of graſs 
Would yet revive again. 


IV. 
To him wild aſſes bray for drink; 
He liſtens from on high: 
And now to water all his herds, 
Behold, a Gop draws nigh ! 
v. 

He now with ſkilful hand diſtils 
The welcome ſoft' ning rain; 
And gently flakes the burning thirſt 

Of th' extended plain. 
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VI. 


From che rich bottles of the ſky 
Each blade now drinks its fill; 
The droughthy plants all oer the field 
Have cooling drink at will, 


. 
Behold theſe penetrating dews 
Juſt ſprinkling all around; 
They thro? earth's iron boſom ſink, 
And moiſten all the ground. 


VIII. 
How gracious is the Gop of rain, 
Who makes the fields to ſmile; 
And from the cifterns of the ſky 
Crovens all the lab'rer's toil! 
IX. 
Beneath ſuch drought the human heart, 
And all its pow'rs, will fade; 
Till from on high ſupernal grace 
Refreſhing moiſture ſpread. 


X. 
O Thou! whoſe. cifterns-ceafeleſs flow, 
And never yet ran dry, 
Which worlds unnumber'd cannot drain 
Thro' all eternity; 6 


XI. 
Send down thy ſoft, celeſtial ſhow” r, 
On reaſon's fading leaves; | 
That, when fair harveſt 'comes, my hands 
May bind large ſwelling ſheaves, 


XII. 
One drop of yonder rapt'rous bliſs, 
That o''er the ſeraph ſhow'rs, 
Would ſatisfy my thirſty ſoul, 
And ſatiate all its pow'rs. 


XIII. 


From love's unfathom'd boundleſs ſource, 


My Gop ſuch dews can ſpare; 
For theſe no ſeraph round thy throne _ - 
One leſſer draught need fear. 


XIV. 

Since with unſparing hand thou feedſt 
The vegetable race; 

Thou at no ſeaſon wilt ag, 11 


Thy free enliy ning grace. 


X V. 
My ſoul in ev'ry pulſe beats high- . 
With an increaſing hope; 
When from the. boſom of thy clouds 
] view the trickling drop. t 6 


XV1, 


If thus. thou flake the ſcorched;graſs, / 
And hear its cry. of want; 


- Thou wilt to mankind's ardent 5 
Their needed portion grant. 
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XX II. o the Spring. 


„ | 
HIS cooling ſpring, thro' neighb'ring vales 
| Rich preſents hourly ſends, 

= 'Unbidden ; and with open heart 


| 11. 
The panting tray ler wipes his brow, | 
And of its ſtore partakes ; 1 
Nor reck' ning pays, tho' with freſh draughts 
His noontide drought he ſtakes. 


ip Hy," . 


See cryſtal ſiredws! ohetaſing riſe,” 


And in meanders play; 
From thence thro* many a flow'ry mead 


In parted rills they at 


V. 
How cool they guſh, when burning beams 
Have parch'd the witb'ring ſod; . 
Each ſtranger's welcome to his fill, 
That treads the duſty road. 


V. | 
Faint emblem of th' eternal ſpring, 
Still bubbling up above; 
Which thro' an univerſe extends 
Its richeſt ſtreams of love. 


Its coſtly n A 


6 = 


VI. 
Far up, nigh to the - fountain-head, | 
Sits the ſeraphic chor; 
Who thence derive eternal life, fr $614 05 = 
And Gop, our Go adore, :- 


v1. 

Yet tho' their cups are ever full. 
With joys freſh as they ſpring, 

Of bliſs deſcending from that ſource, 
We mortals too may ſing. 


VIII. 
Haſte, worldling, to this ſpring repair, Ts. 
Who doſt heav'n's. goods confine; | 
While men, in poverty. dark vale. 


Midſt want unheeded inst 


IX. 
Its quenching water deals; . 
Unnumber'd thirſty flowers ſtill drink, 


While thro' the meads it ſteals. 


x. 
Tho' the cold north, with icy hand. 
Locks up ſurrounding lakes; — 
And hides unfathom'd ſtreams at once 
Beneath chill winter's flakes. 


XI. 
To ſhut this ſpring, the n | 
A key can never find; 


Nor can it forge. one ſingle chain 
; Its healthful ſtores to bind. 
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XII. 
Vet oft a ſudden chilling blaſt 
Will freeze the human heart; 
So that its cold unthawing pow'rs 
With alms can never part. 
XIII. 
Let no ſuch ſtorm oer my frail mind 
In fatal moment blow; 
Nor to my kindred mortals &er 
Let me no feelings know. 
| XIV. 
How bleſt the man! who can each morn 
The fons of want eſpy; 
And when he hears their ardent ſuit, 
Can with their ſuit comply. 
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XXIII. On ſeeing the London Infirmary, 
1. 
Eneath that melancholy roor 
Sad ſights of wo are found; 
Diſeaſe, rais'd on his gloomy throne, + 
There waves his ſceptre round. 


II. 
The ſadden'd air reſounds aloud 
The dire diſtreſsful grone; 
Beneath the heavy hand of pain 
+ The patients nightly mone. 


111, 


* in this houſe cares not to dwell, 0 


er footſteps turn aſide; 
She deigns not *neath its ſpacious roof 
One moment to abide. 


IV, 

Death there is courted as a friend, 
Tho' man's unpitying foe; 
There oft he's aſk'd his bow to bend, 
And terminate their wo. 


V. 
He, unrelenting, turns his ear 
From the deſponding cry; 
And ſtands unmov'd without the gate, 
Nor to their aid draws nigh. 


VI. 
They, in the grave's ſequeſter'd gloom, 
Do long their heads to lay; 
And yield each perquiſite of life, 
Nature's great debt to pay. 


VII. 
Tho' at the grave's ſad frightful gates 
The tedious night they knock; 
To them the jailor makes no haſte 
The maſſy doors t' unloc. 


VIII. 
Soft ſleep, that friend to ſons of care, 
Theſe rooms but ſeldom haunts ; 
And of her ſweet, compoſing dews, 


Scarce one ſmall drop ſhe'grants. + 
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IX, 
They pining, | weary on the couch, 
Night's irkſome gloom do ſpend ; 
Complaining. oft, in joyleſs tone, 
Will night ne'er know an end ? 


1 | 
When day, from windows of the eaſt, 
Our darken'd world does chear, 
Then cries for night's dark mantle ſpread, * 
*Mong patients we may hear. 

X1, 
Hoarſe muſic in their ears oft rings, 
From others tort'ring ails: 


Sad grones from kindred ſons of pain, 
Whom like diſtreſs aſſaills. 


XII. 
Rough proves the ſtream of mortal life, 
Daſh'd with a draught of pain; 
If dire diſeaſe its bitter brings, 
Both wealth and honour*s vain, 


XIII. 
'T was guilt, twas guilt, accurſed guilt, 
Firſt made the heart to ake; 
It of this frail decaying houſe 
| Will the foundations ſhake. 


XIV. 
Guilt's cruel hand did grind the ſpear, 
Which caus'd the feſt'ring ſore; 
Whereof, in this diſtemper'd world, 
Some midſt deep anguiſh ro 
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XV. 


Our earth to one wide boſpital. 


Is doom'd, alas] to tun n 
Each man that dwells in boufe of clay, 4 a6 H 
In its mud-walls muſt mourn. 


XVI. 
Diſeaſes ſharper than the ſtoonre 
Have ſeiz'd th' immortal mind 
And to th” abode of fell deſpair; 97 
The ſouls uncur'd conſign d. 
XVII. 
Still thro' earth's mournful, groning houſe, | 
Hear reaſon's ſobs go round; 


From vonder cieling of the ſky . a 
Its piteous cries 'reſound, © + 


XVIII. 
Theſe ailments of the human mind Fa 
Our world ſo deeply ſtain, ., + ©. -/ 
That all the cifterns of the Wis, 2d UT 
Can't purge. the ſame again. ;__ 
XIX. 


No art can theſe ſurrounding walls 
From foul corruption turns, ,, © 
Till all theſe orbs by breath divine ' 

In conflagration , burn. by 


AF. 
Bleed ev'ry heart at theſe ſad kg... 
Of ſublunary Wo; 


4 " 
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From deepeſt fountains of the heart 


Let briny tears, o'erflow, 3 
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XX1. 

Praiſe gracious Heav'n, ye happy few,” * ö 
Who breathe health's fragrant gale ; © 
Who beds of ſickneſs. ſeldom pres 
Or with. diſeaſe grow- pale. 21 aL 

NI. 
From off your pleaſant hills of caſe, 
Look piteous on the vale ; 


Where ftill unnumber'd maladies PA 
The ſons: of wo aſſaiil. 


+ 4 
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XXIV. On ſeeing an Infant ſucking. 
1k 
N the fond mother's dandling knee, 
The ſmiling infant lies; 5 
Till ſhe unto his ruby lips r 
Her breaſt with joy applies. | 
19”. 
He learns out from the emptying breaſt 
To draw the healthful ftream : 
The nipples, faſt as he can drink, 
With milky rivlets teem. 
Bo III. | 
The workings of 'a mother's love 
Make all her boſom glow ; 4 
And warm äffection's gentle tides 
Her very ſoul o erflo cc. 


2 


1 v. How 
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Iv. 
How ſtrong are love's well-choſen words, 
Made by th' Almighty hand? 
Of all the ties we mortals know, 
This proves the ſtrongeſt band. 


V. 
If one faint beam ſuch heat diſpenſe, 
Warm, warm that ſun muſt prove, 
Whoſe rays amidſt angelic breaſts 
Light up ſeraphic love. 


VI, 
If to the babe that ſucks the breaſt 
Theſe warm affections riſe; 
Think how his breaſt with love muſt glow, 
Who rules in yonder ſkies, 


VII, 
Soon as that child born from above, 
Directs its ſuit on high; 
That hour his prayer-hearing ear 
Receives the feeble cry. 


VIII, 
O whither ſhould the ſuckling turn 
To meet the milky draught, 
But to his mother's heaving breaſt, 
With fond affection fraught ? 


IX. 

Nor will ſhe from his op'ning lips 
The dropping nipple hide; 
Will ſhe regardleſs view his tears, 
And all his cries deride ? 

E 


38 


$11 


> 
a< 
\ 
72D 
* 


74 NATURE SPIRITUALISED, in @ 


X. 
Can then that Gop, whoſe potent breath 
The vital flame did light, 
His offspring's grones unmoved hear, 
Or their diſtreſſes flight? 


| XI. 

Oh no! while yet the unborn wiſh 
Is ſtruggling for a vent; 

On mercy's wide- extended wing 
Supply is downward ſent. 


XII. 
When often at the cloſe of day 
The fretful infant cries, 
'Then ev'ry art to Jull the babe 
The mother fondly tries, 


| £111, 
Thus we, 'midſt ev'ry ſcene of life, 
In fretful mood are found; 
*T'is then the Father in our ears 
Makes his ſweet promiſe found, 


o 
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XXV. On bearing a fatherleſs Infant 
Weeping. 
I, 
ITHIN the crowded houſe of wo 


We mortals ſoon are led, 
The tear we ſhed when firſt our ſteps 
Upon life's threſhold tread, 
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II. 
This tender babe its early pain 
No longer can coneeal ; 
To what a troublous world he's come, 
He ſeems thus ſoon to feel, 


III. 
Nor cauſeleſs are his infant tears, 
Grief ſome firſt- fruits does ſend; 
But many a handful muſt he reap 
Before the harveſt end. 


IV. 
No father round his helpleſs head 
Will ever ſtretch his arm, 
When danger ſtands on ev'ry ſide 
To ſtop the coming harm. 


v. 
Him to his breaſt he'll preſs no more, 
When clos'd the toil of day: 
The joy no coming hour thou'lt feel, 
Around his knees to play. 


VI. 
'Tis thro' a rough, unpleaſing path, 
Life's journey we purſue ; 
And all along the thorny road, 
Freſh ſcenes of grief we view. 


VII. 
How ſoon we ſtretch our weary limbs 
On the hard bed of care! 
And early is th' unquiet mind 
Preſs'd with il]-boding fear, 
Ss: 
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VIII, 
New crofles, under time's broad wing, 
Are hatching conſtantly ; 
Which all the foreſight prudence boaſts 
Do frequently defy. 


IX. 
To force the royal palace gates 
Diſaſters often try: 
And on the pillow of the king 
Too often cares do lie. 


X. 
Much oil in life's dim lamp is ſpent, 
Ere reaſon well appear; 
Before the feeble mind of man 
At all her rays can bear. 


XI. 
Our prime of life, by dreadful blaſts, 
On paſſion's wave is toſt: 
Ere reaſon learns to guide the helm, 
Life's better half is loſt. 


XII. 
Then when we would begin to live, 
We juſt begin to droop; 
And, underneath the weight of years, 
Soon feel our ſhoulders ſtoop. 


xXxIII 
*T was kind to cut the period ſhort 
Of this our fleeting breath; 
And rid us early of theſe woes 
By welcome hand of death. 
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XIV, 
If of its vain deluſive ſcenes 
Ere fourſcore years we tire, 
How twice four hundred could we bear, 
Before life's lamp expire ? 
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XXVI. On ſeeing an open Grave. 


I, 
OW to the grave's damp earthy bed, 
Some cold remains muſt ſink ; 
While friendſhip drops a parting tear 
From off its crumbling brink. 


II. 
No whiſper there ſhall break his reſt, 
Or from ſtill ſlumbers wake; 
No hand will nightly make that bed, 
Or once the pillow ſhake. 


III. 
Soon o'er his coffin mold'ring bones 
Will from the ſpade be pour'd; 
His kindred-mold, by death diſſolv'd, 
Will o'er his corps be fhow'r'd, 
| IV, 
Short time among the buſtling crowds 
His echo'd name will live; 
And ſhorter ftill his tow'ring fame 
Th' funeral dirge ſurvive. 
L 3 
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v. 

Soon will the worms on his pale cheek 
Long nights in riot ſpend: | 

No friend will watch at the grave's fide, 
And from their bite defend. 


VI, 
With him a line of anceſtors 
In the ſame chamber dwell ; 
But of tranſactions on life's ſtage 
None, will the other tell. 


VII. 


Unjarring ſtill, no fretful word 
Is heard this empire round: 

No ſons of ſlander thro' this houſe 
Malicious whiſpers ſound. 


* VIII. 


Soon in this lonely houſe of death 
Long laſting quarrels end: 
To proſecute litigious ſuits 
No fees its tenants ſpend. 


IX, 
Amidſt the manſions of the dead 
Ambition's ſelf is tir'd : 
No more the ranc'rous boſom burns, 
By envy's torches fir'd, 


X, 
The miſer's fingers cloſely lock'd, 
Nought of his treaſures hold ; 
Death gave him his black, pois'nous draught, 


Which quench'd his thirſt of gold. 
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XI. 

There, on the neck of haughty pride, 
Corruption's heel doth tread: 
Down in the eye that threw diſdain, 
The fatt'ning reptiles feed. 


X11, 
There beauty quits th' admired brow, 
Nor more with luſtre ſhines ; 
All o'er the well-proportion'd face 
Death's pen has grav'd its lines. 


XIII. 
There now th' oppreſſor's iron hand 
Lies ſtiffen'd by his ſide: 
The crowds that trembled at his frown, 
From him no more ſhall hide, 
XIV, 
Here mis'ry finds a calm retreat, 
Its eyes at laſt are dry; 
Its reſtleſs lips no longer pour 
The hoarſe deſpairing ery. 


XV, 

No grone thro' all theſe realms is heard; 

Pain here has dropt its ſting : 

Nor dare diſeaſe its train within 
Theſe territories bring. 


XVI. 
The thief himſelf beneath this roof 
'Thro' the long night now ſleeps 3 
There riot in her cloſe cabals 
No midnight revels keeps, 
E 4 
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XVII. 
There eruel cenſure's venom'd tongue 
No ſpotleſs name can ſtain: 
The libertine's unhallow'd lips 
Break not the jeſt profane. 


XVIII. 
Thoſe who to honour's ſummit reach'd, 
Are rotting in a ſhroud; 
And uncomplaining, ſpend the night 
Among a vulgar crowd, 


XIX. 
To the ſage ſtateſman's deepeſt ſchemes, 
The grave puts ſpeedy end; 
And makes the haughty conqueror's knee 
Beneath its ſceptre bend. 


XX. 
Tis vain, O men! to hunt ſo faſt 
In folly's empty chace : 
For in this land of filence ſoon 
You'll ſurely find a place. 
XX1, 
The grave! O thoughtleſs man, the grave 
Thine eager courſe will ſtop: 
And all the game you now can ſeize, 
Will from your fingers drop. 


XXII. 
What tho' the flatt'ring tongue of fame 
No ring thy name around; 
Few days behind thy funeral knel} 
Will neighbours heed its ſound, 
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XX111. | 

Why ſweat ſo much, ye ſons of care,  —- 
In adding field to field | 
Two yards of earth for your long honte, | |; 
The ſexton then will yield. 


XXIV. 
Yea, oon within far narrower bounds 
Thy aſhes will be thrown : 
Tho? thou couldſt point to empires round, 
And call them each thine own. 


XXV. 
O cenſure! rein thy forked tongue, 
That bleeding wounds may heal: 
No ear will liſten in theſe realms 
To thy malicious tale, 


XXVI. 
Ve men, who kindle coals of ſtrife, 
"Tis now full time to ceale; _ 
The grave has all her tenants huſh'd 
To univerſal peace. 


XXVII. 
Fly, fly the guilt of lawleſs love, 
Ye drudges to your luſt: | 
'The grave will foon allay this flame, 
On your cold bed of duſt. 


XXVIII. 
Ve haughty worms, whoſe brow betrays, 
To all your cool diſdain : 
You'll humblerJook when with grim death 
Few nights you have but lain. 
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XXIX. 
O mortals! viſit oft this houſe, 
To reaſon's ſchool retire : 
You're lecturd loud from ev'ry tomb, 
That life muſt ſoon expire. a 


XXX. 
His cold remains without regard 
Lou tread beneath your heel; 
Who late high blazing in his breaſt 
The vital flame did feel. 


XXXI. 


Each letter d ſtone ſome leſſon reads, 


And bids you ſtop your pace: 


| Each warning you in ſolemn tone, 


| Where ends your mortal race, 
5 XXXI1, 


Soon will your own a lecture read 


In ev'ry trav'ler's ear; 
And bid the paſſing ſtranger halt, 
And ſhed a pitying tear. 
KXX111, 
Let thy mortality be grav'd 
Deep on thy faithful mind, 


Before the journeyer o'er thy tomb 


Memento mori find. 


£5 
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XXVII. On viewing the Ruins of the 
 Canonry Church at Elgin. 


1. 
Time! thine aged mold'ring hand 
Spreads deſolation wide: 
Scarce can the adamantine rock 
This conſtant waſte abide. 


II. 
Proud palaces rear high their heads; | 
Thy fingers lay them low: | 
And in one undiſtinguiſh'd heap i 
Thou canſt their columns throw. | 
III. 
Thy ruthleſs ſacrilegious hand 
This ſacred roof until'd: 


Theſe altars, whence high incenſe ſmok'd, 
Long ſince thou haſt defil'd. 


IV, 
High o'er this once well-troden floor, T 
The mold'ring pillars nod; 
While all around theſe gloomy walls 
Dread filence makes abode, 


V. 
Where once the white-rob'd choriſters 
Did their ſweet anthems chant ; 
The bird of night untuneful ſcreams 
In his dark dreary haunt, x 
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VI. 
Solemn and ſlow, my trav'ling pulſe 
Now marches on its round : 
My ſoul partakes that ſullen gloom 
Which haunts this hallow'd ground. 


VII. 
Along the weather- beaten wall 
The humble ivy creeps; 
And low beneath the crumbling pilt 
The pois'nous adder ſleeps, 


V111, 
That aged ſtone no more can point 
Where lies its owner's duſt : 
The faithleſs marble too forgets 
To guard its precious truſt. 


IX. 
O time! O time! devouring time! 
Nought can withſtand thy rage; 
Thou, unperceiv'd, ſteal'ſt round the globe, 
Jo ſtamp the brow with age. 


X. 

Thy teeth with conſtant motion gnaw 
The hard reluctant ſtones; 
Soon then thine iron jaws will grind 
Theſe quick-diflolving bones, 


XI. 
Thou deſolation round theſe walls 
In capitals haſt drawn; 
And with thy ſtrong unwearied arm, 
Theſe ſpires aſunder ſawn. 
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XII. 
Juſt thus my tenement of clay 
Thy hand ere long will ſhake : 
Its frail foundation undermine, 


And feeble pillars break. 


X111, 
'Tis vain with ardent ſuit to plead, 
That thou this blow wouldſt ſtop : 
Or try with bulwarks rear'd around 
My cottage-ſides to prop. 


XIV. 
Soon like theſe walls in ruinous heap 
Its rubbiſh will be thrown; 
The molder'd duſt by death's rude hand 
Will round theſe tombs be ſown. 


XV. 
While under this decaying roof, 
Th' immortal tenant ſleeps; 
And this frail body's tenement 
For its poor lodging keeps. 


XVI. | 
The beſt apartment in my heart * 
May I to Heav'n ope* wide; 
Let none within that ſacred place 
But heav'nly gueſts reſide, 


| XV11, 

My Gvp ! ſoon as this building fails, 
Some heavenly manſion fit, 

Within that wide eternal houſe, 
Where ranſom'd myriads fit, 
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XVIII. 
Not for the price of theſe deſires 
I on thine altar lay; 
But for that ſum the Prince of life 
Did for its ranſom pay. 
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XXVII. On the ſudden Death of 4 young 
Man. 


I. 
EAT H's fickle reaps the human race, 


And pop'lous kingdoms thins: 
Few moments paſs, but from our world 


Some mighty prize he wins. 


II. 
He ſportful blaſts fair youthful charms; 
Freſh buds he loves to crop: 
And from the ſapful root of life, 
The thriving branch to lop. 


III, 

See yonder ſheaves on death's broad field, 
Set by his mighty hand : 

Green handfuls thus -untimely ſhorn, 
O'er all theſe ridges ſtand. 

Can. 

*Tis. there amidſt unripen'd ears 

A hopeful youth is ſeen; 

Whoſe leaves at the laſt ſetting ſun 
With freſheſt bloom were green. 
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V. 
By the keen edge of death's ſharp ſeythe 
He in an inſtant fell ; | 
And ſoon: thro? all the ſadden'd air 
Will ſound his funeral knell. 4 


VI, 
The foe, with unperceived ſtrides, 
On him infidious ruſh'd ; 
And from life's ſlippery precipice, 
At once him headlong puſh'd, 


. 
Death, unrelenting foe of man, 
Deep is he vers'd in wiles, 
At health's fair board he fits diſguis'd, 
And heedleſs youth beguiles, 


VIII. 
Who in his deep myſterious ſchemes 
Can once attempt to pry; 
Or tell when he his bow has bent, 
Where his next ſhaft ſhall fly ? 


IX, 

| When ſportive crowds in ſong combine, 
He at the ſound draws near : | 

But ſlowly creeps, leſt they take fright, 
And his approach ſhould hear. 


Gs 

When riot bids the wine's rich juice 
In foming flagons riſe ; 

He fits unheeded at. the board, 
And marks his future prize, 


— — —— — — 
— — 4 — — 


U 
| 
[ 
t 
}\ 
| 
1 
1 0 
1 
= j 
o i 1 
, ! 
q | 
[ 


88 NATURE 'SPIRITUALISED, ia @ 
. 


: XI. 


O man! O man! keep conſtant guard, 
Th' enemy's on his way: 

But on what fide he may approach, 
An angel cannot ſay. 


XII, 

Tis ſure that on death's cruel ſnare 
Your feet will ſtumble foon : 
Beneath the tyrant's murd'rous heel 
You muſt be troden down. 


XIII 

A ſingle drop of death's cold ſtream 
Will quench the vital coal; 

Its tongue will to th' Almighty bar 
Thy parted ſpirit toll. 


XIV. 
No age, no ſex, thro' time's long tour, 
Could once his boſom move: 
To men, unreconcil'd to Go p, 
Death will not piteous prove. 


XV. 
He comes, he comes! this is the voice 
Methinks of yonder bell; 
That calls this youth, ſo lately ſeiz'd, 
In his long-home to dwell. 


XVI. 
Solemnity is in that ſound; 
Let youth its tidings hear: 
That note the bell will ſound abroad, 
When you are on che bier. 
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XVII, 
Amidſt death's handfuls may be ſeen 
Green ears and. tender buds : 
All, all mankind are ſwept away 
By his impetuous floods. 


XVIII. 
Let not this foe, ye. young, on you 
Practiſe his wonted guile ; 
Open your boſoms to his dart, 
And meet him with a ſmile. 
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XXIX. On hearing a Widow mourn for her 
geceaſed Huſband. | 


I. 
N” wonder  tho' ſurrounding ears 
With doleful notes ſhould ring, 
When ſorrow tunes its mournful harp, 
And ftrikes its hoarſeſt ſtring. 


II. 
Yon widow *gainſt unfeeling death 
Pours forth her diſmal plaint ; 
Who from her bleeding tortur'd heart 
Her better-half has rent. 


1II. 

The blood of her far dearer ſelf 
His reeking fingers ſtain; 
This very hour his ſpear has cut 

The nuptial bond in twain. 
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IV. 

Hence from his pale and icy lips 
She'll hear no chearing ſound ; 
Nor with her kind, her fondeſt mate, 

Muſt ſhe her fields walk round, 


V. 
Now grief ill-boding . at her ear, 
Is whifp'ring its ſad tale : 
And all the helpleſs widow's woes 
Is haſting to reveal. 


VI, 
From hence her weak defenceleſs bark 
On life's wide ſea muſt ride, 
At mercy of each angry wave 
Without a hand to guide. 


VII, 
Slowly the lonely tedious hours 
Will o'er her head make- way; 
Long watches of the night ſhe'll chide, 
And figh for ling'ring day. 
VIII. 
Long will ſhe look, ere on his floor 
Her deareſt huſband tread: 


Midſt her loud cries he'll Number on 
In his low earthy bed, 


IX, 
She unaſſiſted thro? life's paths 
Muſt combat ev'ry care ; 
And hence of ſublunary ills 
Endure a double ſhare, 
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X. 

Few now when woes are hovering round, | 

Will ſtretch a friendly arm, 

To ſhield the ſad and helpleſs fair 
From the, approaching harm. 


XI. 
Obdurate grief at cloſe of day 
Will to her couch draw nigh ; 
And, as the partner of her bed, | 
Cloſe by her ſide will lie, 


XII. 
What ſadneſs from her heart-ſtrings ſounds, 
In moſt diſtreſſing airs ; 
And ever on her faded brow 
Sits a dark cloud of cares. | 


XIII. 
Ve friends of heaven, witk lenient hand 
Dry up her falling tears; 
And with the breath of ſympathy 
Diſperſe her riſing fears. 
XIV. 
Pour in the oil of healing joy 
Thro' all her troubled mind; 


And let her underneath your wings 
The kindly ſhelter find. 


XV. 
Break too the bold oppreſſor's arm, 
And ſave her from his ſnare: 
T' avenge her cauſe, redreſs her wrongs, 
Demand your earlieſt care, 
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| XVI, 

Hark widow too, ſuppreſs thy ſighs ! 
Let reaſon mount its throne : 
Still,” ſtill thy Gop, thy Father lives, 

Altho' thine huſband®s gone. 


XVII, 
Tho” heaven in an unlook'd-for hour 
Has loos'd thy marriage-band ; 
Where is the wrong, for each his own 
May ſoon er late demand: 


XVIII. | 
Tho' heav'n's great LorD, juſt in his prime 
Did thy fond partner call; 
The widow's Gop, JERHO VA lives, 
Thy Gop, thine all in all. 


T4 


XXX. On a very calm Sea. 


I, 
OW ſmooth the ſurface of the deep 
Dumb is that gentle wave : 
Calm without murmur, it draws near 
The peaceful ſhores to lave. 


II. 
Nought now diſturbs the wat'ry world, 
No raging fome does flow : 
And o'er the liquid cryſtal plain, 
No breath attempts to blow. 
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III. 

O ſea, deceitful is thy look, 
How treach'rous is thy ſmile ! 

Whole myriads in few ſetting ſuns 
Wilt thou of life beguile. 


IV, 


Men hourly plow thy briny waves, 
Think there no grave to find; 

But oft before they ſee a ſhore, 
They leave their lives behind! 


V. 
Upon thine unrelenting breaſt 
Thou driv'ſt a trade of death; 


With oaths unfiniſh'd on the tongue, 
Thou chok'ſt the ſailor's breath. 


VI. 
On ev'ry ſhore ſome widow'd fair 
Mourns for her loving mate, 
Who was by thee untimely ſent 
To his eternal ſtate. 


VII. 


When will thy ſlaught'ring days be o'er ? 
When wilt thou ſpare mankind ? 
And let them o'er thy cryſtal ſtream 


A gentle paſſage find ? 


VIII. 
To fix this fickle, briny ſtream, 
How vain for art to try: 


Tho? filent now, within few ſuns 
"Twill rore thro? all. the ſky. 
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IX, 
How like this vain, unſteady world, 
Thro' which we mortals ride : 
One day we cut the peaceful deep, 
The next a ſurging tide. 


X. 
If at our feet, in joyous hour, 
Calm profp'rous waters run; 
We hope for a perpetual calm, 
Nor think how ſtorms to ſhun. 


w_ 
If to our view ſome happy hour 
Preſents a ſky ſerene ; 


Within few hours a riſing cloud 
Will darken all the ſcene. 


X11, 
Midſt ſweeteſt calms of this vain life 
A ſtorm does ſometimes blow ; 


Which cauſes oft a tide of grief 
Thro' all the mind to flow, 


MONK ee ROKHOKMOK 


XXXI. On a ſtormy Sea. 


How ſonorous are the notes 

Theſe noify billows raiſe ; 

In ſolemn tone they loudly ſound 
The Great Creator's praiſe, 
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II, 

Lo! how th' affrighting ſurges ſwell, 
In dreadful pomp they ride ; 
And beat againſt th' unheeding rock, 
Which diſregards their pride. 


III. 
*T were vain to court theſe mighty waves, 
And bid them ceaſe their rage : 
They're mercileſs to mothers cries, 
And deaf to hoary age. 


IV. 
They rore aloud for human prey, 
Their jaws are yawning wide; 
Nor will they reſt till their wild waves 
| O'er ſhipwreck'd ſailors ride. 


V. 
No wonder tho' th' unreaſoning ſurge 
Thus lifts its waters high ; 
And unregarding holds its courſe, 
T ho' frighted mortals cry, 


VI, 

But O! how ſad for reas'ning minds 
To be in ferment thrown ; 
And rage far louder than the deep, 
By guſts of paſſion blown. 


VII. 
One fancied look of cold diſdain 
Oft makes the boſom ſwell: 
Then what fell paſſions rage within, 
The ſtranger cannot tell. 
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| VIII. 

I cenſure not theſe briny floods, 
For whitening as they flow 

They only mimic haughty men, 
And ſhame on reaſon throw. 


IX, | 

Tho' loud, they are obedient waves, 

And huſh, if Heav'n but nod: 
Rebellious ſurges in man's breaſt 
Contemn a threatning Gop. 


X. 
No wave did ever yet reſiſt 
The Great Creator's will : 
He bids ; they rore, and at his call 
Their noiſe they inſtant ill, 


XI. 
But ah! alas! he ſpeaks to men, 
Vea ſpeaks and ſpeaks again: 
Vet oft his orders are contemn'd, 
His threatnings prove in vain. 


XII. 
Well may he ſummon all his waves, 
Rebellious man to ſhame; 
And bid them thro' an univerſe 
Man's ſtubbornneſs proglaim. 
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XXXII. On Deſpair. 


I. 
Eſpair's a monſter bred in hell, 
Each fiend its kindred claims; 
It hourly haunts the wretched crowd 
Of hell's accurſed names. 


II. I 
'Tis 'midſt the black infernal flood N 
An element it finds: | 
And there thro' all the boiling lake t 
Gnaws ſtill the hopeleſs minds. Er 
5 III. 
Not the arch- fiend can ſhield his breaſt 7 
From its envenom'd dart ; 
Nor can he heal its tort'ring wound, 
Nor ſooth the raging ſmart. 


Iv. 2 
No fields with lovely verdure green, = 
Preſent them there to view : 1 


No healing balm beneath that gloom 
In any ſeaſon grew. 


v. 
Not all the gold in Peru's mines 
| One moment's eaſe could buy; 
Or to their poiſon'd feſt'ring ſores 
One drop of oil apply. 1 
F 
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N 

Sad winter thro' that world of wo 
Its dreadful horrors throws: 

Fair ſpring, or ſummer, with their charms, 
This region never knows. 


VII, 

O had defpair on that dark flood 
For ever rang'd around ; 
And never to this brighter world 
Its baleful paſſage found; 


VIII, 
Beneath the boughs of hope's fair tree 
We joyous hours had ſpent : 
And from our lips deſpairing notes 
Had never found a vent. 


IX. 
But, ah! to this ſad vale of tears 
Deſpair has found the road; 
| And haunts unwearied, night and day, 
The man abhorr'd of Gop. 


X. 
Then when beneath its dreadful yoke 
Th' unhappy mortal 's bound; 
Reſpite amidſt its ruthleſs hands, 
Nor morn nor even 's found. 


X1, 
In that dread moment from the mind 
Hope takes her final flight; 
And thro' a long eternity 
Will never come in ſight, 
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XII. 
O men! O men! keep conſtant guard 
All round your feeble mind ; 
Left this deſtroyer thro' the gates 
Some hour an entrance find, 


X111, 
Now, now the LorD, the Gop of hope, 
With wide-ſpread arms embrace ; 
Nor dread that guilt can ever ſtop 
His rich unbounded grace, 


XIV, 
Tho” guilty deeds in monſtrous forms 
Hedge up your way to Gop; 
Let ſtill your ſuit on wings of hope 
Dart towards his abode, 7 0g | 


XV, 
The thickeſt adamantine walls 
Sweet mercy can break thro'; 
And o'er ten thouſand thouſand crimes 
In one bleſt moment flow. 


r 


XVI. 
In boſom of Omnipotence 
No higher joy can riſe, 
Than when a wretch to mercy's throne 
With humble faith applies. 


XVII. 
Of all the works from firſt produc'd 
Beneath his forming hand, 
The triumphs of his ſovereign love 
In the firſt rank ſhall ſtand. 
3 
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XVII11. 
6 ſoul ſnatch'd from deſtruction's teeth 
To Gor is richer prize, 
Than thoſe unnumber'd cluſt'ring worlds 
That flote in diſtant ſkies, 


| XIX, 
And ſhall deſpair in human minds 
For one ſhort moment reſt; 
Or this black progeny of hell 
The ſons of hope infeſt ? 
= + 4 | 
Let outcaſts from the land of love, 
Th' infernal fend embrace: 
Let them deſpair, to whom heav'n's King 
Denies an act of grace, 


XXI. 
But while heav'n's ſweet indemnity 
Is heard all earth around; 
Let hope, and all her heav'nly joys, 
Mong guiltieſt men be found. 


XXII. 


May he whoſe name is Gop of hope, 
From black deſpair defend 

And from the center of mens hearts, 

Purge all things that offend. 


E 
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XXXIII. Or a a Man groning under a 
very beavy Mliiction. 


I, 
EEP are the grones which from this vale 
Of briny tears do riſe ; 
And fighs unnumber'd ſtill reſound 
Thro' all the vaulted ſkies. 


II, 
Nor wonder when man's ſhoulders bend 
Beneath ſuch weighty woes; 
When bitter ſorrow o'er his mind 
In tides impetuous flows, 


III. 
But ſeldom are the fountains dry 
From whence afflictions ſpring: 
The herbs in ev'ry garden thrive, 
Whence bitters we may wring. 


IV. 
Altho* beneath heav'n's righteous rod 
At times we may complain; 
Vet oftner from our fellow- men 
Our hearts do ake with pain. 


v. 
The leſſon firſt to man preſcrib'd, 
Is how to ſhed a tear; 
And to old age he ſtrives to learn 
How he may troubles bear. 
* 
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VI, 
For him in ſympathetic tears 
The ſkies do nightly weep ; 
And for his ſake each ſeaſon too 
Doth till its mourning keep. 


VII, 
Creation thro' its ev'ry part, 
Midſt painful travel grones ; 
And in a language heard by all, 
Man's doleful ſtate bemones. 


VIII. | 
This world appears th' appointed place, 
Where ſorrow walks her rounds : 


And where aMiction uncontroll'd 
Thro' all its: climes abounds. 


IX, 
Yet patience mingles her ſweet draught 
Man's ſpirits to compoſe z 
And fortify his feeble mind 
To bear his load of woes, 
| X, 
The moſt unpalatable draught 
We ever held in hand, 
Comes not by chance, but is preſerib'd 
By mercy's kind command: 
| X1, 
Unmix'd calamity on earth 
Fills not the ſuff rer's cup; 
Of good and ill from diff*rent urns 
True wiſdom fills it up. 


Variety of POE MS. 


. XII. 

Altho' the roof of life's frail houſe 
Lets ſhow'rs of grief drop thro'; 

"Tis but few nights ere we arrive 
Beyond the reach of wo. 


XIII. 
In the bright palace of heav'n's King 
We ſhall in peace recline ; 
Thro' the unnumber'd manſions round, 
No tongue ſhall then repine. 


XIV. 
"Tis now but dawn, life's early dawn; 
What tho” the morn 's o'ercaſt, 
Soon as we reach its chearing noon, 
The ſky will brighten faſt. 


XV, 

When in our fleſh the pricking lance 
Creates the ſmarting pain; 
What was unſound finds there a vent, 
The wound ſoon heals again. 


| XVI, 

Thus mercy's hand th' inciſion. makes, 
Which wounds the patient ſore ; 
And makes him, ere the cure's complete, 

In deepeſt anguiſh. rore, 


XVII. 
He's not diſeas'd, who wauld not wiſh 
A moment's ſmarting pain ; 
If it ſhould promiſe at its heel 
To bring ſweet health again. 
F 4 
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| XVIII. 

Tho' murm'ring at the board we eat 
Th' unſav'ry bread of care; 

Our ſolly oft prepares the food 
On which we poorly fare. 


Ain. 
When on the bed of diſcontent 
We oft unſlumb'ring lie: 
Oſt the fell gnawings of remorſe 
Cauſe ſleep the couch to fly. 


4 XX. 

Sharp pains ſhoot thro' the human mind, 
When envy's bow is bent: 

And thro? the riſing wing of fame 
The poiſon'd arrow 's ſent. 


S 


XXXIV. On Hope. 


1 


OPE chears the dark deſponding mind 
With its reviving draught: 


Her cup with ſweet reſtoratives 


Even to the brim is fraught. 


II. 
To pris'ners on their bed of ſtraw 
At midnight hope draws nigh; 
And in a ſympathiſing tone 
Suppreſſes oft the ſigh. 
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III. 

To miſery's oft repeated plaint 
A patient ear ſhe lends; 
And from the bite of fell deſpair 
The boſom long defends. 


IV. 
Amidſt the num'rous ſons of wo, 
She patient ſpends the day; 
And with the wretched, thro' the night, 
Her head ſne deigns to lay. 


V. 
Amidſt an univerſal gloom, 
She ſtrikes a ſpark of light; 
Foreboding that a chearful morn 
Shall chace theſe ſhades of night. 


VI. 
While ſhipwreck'd ſailors on the plank 
Midſt fomy billows ride: 
A kind companion midſt the waves, 
Hope, oft will yet abide. 


VII. 
When underneath a load of woes 
The ſhoulders ſeem to bend; 
To bear the weighty burden ſtill 
Kind hope her aid does lend. 


VIII. 
Amidſt the moſt bewild' ring ſtage 
In life's ſhort journey found, 
Hope kindles her celeſtial lamp, 
And darts her ſplendors round, 
F 5 
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IX. 


Vea, ev'n the thick tremendous cloud 


O'er death's dark dreaded way, 


Hope pierces thro', and to the juſt 


Lends the direQing ray. 


X. 
When on the ſtormy ſea of life 
We mortals oft are toſt; 
And juſtly fear our brittle bark 
og *midſt the waves be loſt ; 


X1. 


| Hope G now the anchor drops 


Hard by IuMANUEL's ſhore; 


Where at no ſeaſon wrecks are ſeen, 


While loudeſt tempeſts rore. 


4 
When black diſtruſt, in hapleſs hour, 
Upon the mind does brood, 
To mar all joy, and turn the ſoul 
To a deſpairing mood; 


XIII. 
When hope once hears this bird of night 
Croking in baleful ſound, 
She tunes her voice, and ſofteſt airs 
Of melody breathes round. 


„ X1V. 
On gracious errands hope comes down 
From the bleſt world above ; 
That ſhe to men, oppreſs'd with wo, 
A comforter may prove, 


XV. 
All day ſhe crops the flowers of trees, 
* In paradiſe that grow; 
And ſqueezing, bids the heav'nly juice 
In ſtreams of pleaſure flow. 


XVI, 
This juice, far richer than the balm 
Of Gilead's ſpicy land, 
Hope pours into the doubting ſoul 
From her ſoft lenient hand, 


XVII. 
If eating bitter bread of care 
The noon of life we ſpend; 
Hope promiſes far richer chear 
Before life's journey end. 


XVIII. 
If we complain, at ev'ning's gloom, 
Of an unproſp rous day; 
Hope inſtant cries, To-morrow's bliſs 


All paſt arrears ſhall pay. 
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XXXV. On hearing loud Thunder, 
I, 
1 all the blue ethereal vault 
The gloom begins to ſpread: 
From view of this our nether world, 
The ſun has quickly fled. 
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II. 
The fleecy clouds are haſt'ning faſt 
To vail the chearing day ; . 
And. without warning intercept | 
The ſun's deſcending ray. 


IIL,. 
A voice divine, by man unheard, 
Theſe ſtraggling clouds does call; 
And teach them in what diſtant clime 
Their ruſhing floods muſt fall. 


by IV. 

Ves! yes! 'tis the eternal Gop, 
I know the awful voice; 

Let all. his friends attend, unmoy'd, 
And at the ſound rejoice, 


15 F. 
Behold, that almoſt burſting cloud 
Flaſh its amazing fire; 
As if the black ſurrounding heav'ns 
Were full of vengeful ire. 


VI. 
But, ah! tremendous is that ſound 
Which ſhakes thro' all the ſæy; 
And lengthens out its rore along 
The firmament on high. 


VII. 


From the rent boſom of the cloud, 
The torrents headlong pour; 

And ſheets of lightning glance along 
Amidſt the ruſhing ſhow'r. 
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VIII. 


Again, the thunder's louder voice 


Rores dreadful all around: 
The ſtouteſt mortals ſtand aghaſt 
To hear this mighty ſound. 


IX. 
And yet by theſe Omnipotence — 
| Is whiſp'ring in man's ear; 
That he may ſtand that thunder's noiſe, 
Which heav'n and earth ſhall hear, 


x. 

O how ſonorous muſt it prove! 
When earth and ſkies ſhall rend; 

Which all the mingled elements 
Shall back to chaos blend 


XI. 
Within that forge, by Heav'n prepar'd, 
The grand artillery's caſt ; 
Which, when the clock of time runs down, 
Will be diſcharg'd at laſt, 


X11, 
This fabric fair, which long withſtood 1 
Even time's devouring hand; 
Before this dreadful battery then 
Cannot one moment ſtand. 


XIII. 
Great God ! ſupport, when *neath my feet 
Earth's corner-ſtones give way; 
When thunders rore from pole to-pole, 
And forky lightnings play : 
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XIV. 


Be thou my light when that bright ſun 
His golden: ail has ſpent; 

And when on journies round our world 
He ſhall no: more- be ſent. 

XV. 

When too the leſſer lamps from heay'n 
Shall all at once be torn; 

May I undaunted ſee the dawn 
Of that eternal morn, 


XVI. 
Hide me, when all. theſe floting worlds 
In conflagration burn; 
And when the various elements 
To hills of cinders turn ; 


wed + 30 | 
When millions for ſome clefted rock 
Are looking wiſtful round, 
To ſee if *midſt theſe ruin'd orbs 
One ſhelt'ring-place be found; 


XVIII. 
May I beneath thy favour, Lon, 
My head ſecurely reſt ; 
Where guilty Tears ſhall never more 
My boſom once moleſt. 


XIX. 
Ye thunders, raiſe your voice more loud, 
Tiis muſic, to my ear: 
In ev 'ry clap my Father ſpeaks, 
"Tis my delight to hear. 


- Harizy of POEMS. 


XX. 

Let foes alone ſhake at the voice 
Of this Almighty Gop, 
Who in pavilions of the clouds 

Now holds his dread abode, 
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XXXVI. On ſeeing the dreadful Fire at 
Rotherhith, June 1, 1765. 


I. 
HE dreadful: flames on ev'ry fide 
Diſplay their hatteſt rage: 
Where is the man that once would dare 
With ſuch a foe t' engage? 
I1. 
A thouſand with this blazing fire 
Moſt eagerly: contend : 
But long, ah long! ere their efforts 
In joyful conqueſt end. 


III. 8 
How dreadful are theſe clouds of ſmo $ 
Which *midſt the ſtruggle riſe ; 
And, hov'ring o'er the burning ſpot, 
Now darken all the ſkies ! 
IV. 
How awful is the diſtant view 
Of this devouring blaze; 
Which, *midſt ſuch mingling ſhcieks and tears, 
Nought of its fury ſtays ! 
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V. 
But unreſiſted flames along, 
And many a roof makes bare ; 
Nor widow nor the fatherleſs 
Does it in pity ſpare. 


VI. 


The crackling flames, with loud triumph, 


Do march on ev'ry ſide; 
And the weak check from human kill 
Contemptuouſly deride. 


VII. 
The man who but the other hour 
Of mighty ſums could boaſt ; 
In ſolemn ſorrow now bemoans 
The toil of life thus loſt. 


Betwixt the miſer and his ſtores 
The chains it cuts in twain : 

His eyes, thoſe darlings of his heart 
Shall ne'er behold again. 


IX, 


What tho? our ſov'reign ſhould command, 


This fire would rebel turn : 
What tho' his proclamation read, 


It ſtill would fiercely burn. 
X, 


To nature's LorD alone - theſe flames 


Would all ſubjection prove: 


Juſt at his nod both ſmoke and flame 
That inſtant would remove. 


Variey of POEMS. 


XI, 


'Tis he that lights thoſe torches up, 


Which o'er heav'n's roof do blaze; 
And nightly too awakes thoſe fires, 
At which we wond'ring gaze. 
X11, 
But at the eve of time's long day, 
Thele fires ſhall vaniſh quite ; 
And in their room far other flame 
Th' Almighty breath will light. 
XIII. 
That fuel which in earth's dark womb 
Did for long ages lie, 
Is kindled at Jenovan's breath, 
And blazes to the ſky. 


XIV, 
A thouſand worlds in vain would pour 
Their feas to ſtop its ire; 
The floods of an whole univerſe 
| Can never quench this fire; 


XV, 
Till earth, with all the works of time, 
Shall into embers turn : 
And all the mingled elements 
In one dire maſs ſhall burn, 


| XVI. 
Angelic hoſts behold their Gop 
His fav'rite world deſtroy: 
His pow'r to raiſe far better worlds 
They'll ſee him ſoon employ. 
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XVII. 
The tenants of this little ſpot 
This wreck with awe ſurvey: 
They ſee their ruin'd reſidence, 
And view it with diſmay. 


xvIII 
But tho' from out theſe dwellings burnt, 
That *neath the ſun did riſe ; 
They'll find far other manſions rear'd 
Above the azure ſkies. 
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XXXVII. On feeing Men hanging in 
Chains on both Sides of 
the River Thames, 


I, 
Njoyous views to human fight 
. In ev'ry clime abound : 
Some of the woes to which man's born, 
His boſom daily wound. 


11. 
Of all the griefs man feels or fears, 
Guilt 's ſtill the plenteous ſpring, 
Both to ourſelves and fellow- men 
What miſchief does it bring ? 
| III. 
How deeply funk: in vice and ſhame 
Muſt human nature ſeem ; 
When even to drag this load of life, | | 
Some we unworthy: deem. 


Varicy of POEMS. 


IV, 
Can he, where reaſon holds the reins, 
Of life a forfeit make ? 
And for one moment's joy all laws, 
Divine and human, break ? 
N 
Some deed of moſt enormous ſhame 
Theſe felons muſt have wrought; 


When to an end ſo infamous, 
'The criminals are brought. 


VI, 
Dread was their wrong ! when juſtice rais'd 
*Gainft them ſo loud a cry: 
As blood itſelf cannot efface, 
Nor life quite fatisfy. 


VII. 

Their mates from liſts of living men 
They without cauſe did blot; 

Of ſoul and body's firmeſt bands 
They cut the ſacred knot. 


VIIE, 
Their leaſe of life, by Heay'n ſubſerib'd, 
*Gainſt Heav'n's command they tear: 
The houſe of life they break quite thro”, 
Nor roof nor walls they ſpare. - 


IX. 
"Twas for this black, Heav'n-daring crime, 
The law their blood did ſpill: 
That meaſure they ſo late did mete, 
Juſtice to them did fill. 


116 NATURE SPIRITUALISED, in 4 


X. 
Vea, when the vital breath is ſtopt, 
The dreadful debt to clear; 
Th' abhorred corſe on gibbet hangs 
To pay the full arrear. | 


XI. 
Along the banks of winding Thames, 
Such mournſul ſights are found: 
Their lifeleſs, putrid, mold'ring limbs, 
Are clad in irons round. 


XII, 

Small cauſe there is of human worth 
In ſwelling words to boaſt ; 
When ſome ſtil'd Men, in ev'ry clime, 
To all that's good are loſt. 


XIII. 
How lean is that degen rate ſoil, 
Where theſe curs'd weeds ariſe ! 
Unbleſt the wretch who ev'ry law 
Of Heav'n and earth defies. 


XIV, 
In bofoms of our mortal race 
Can pride one moment dwell; 
When upper worlds of Adam's race 
Such crimſon crimes can tell ? 


XV. 
Can man look high ! when up in air 
His kindred-men wave round; 
When in man's ear theſe rattling chains 


Such humbling language ſound ? 
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XVI, . 


Well may a bluſh quite o'er the cheek 
With ſcarlet colours glow ; 

A downcaſt air from conſcious ſhame, 
Mankind ought all to ſhow. 


XVII. 


That blood which made theſe felons veins 
With equal pulſes beat, 

Flow'd down with ours; one grandſire too 
Did them and us beget. 


XVIII, 
Altho' ſome ages now remoy'd, 
We muſt relation own: 
Thro' worlds that all our features ſee, 
Near kinſmen we are known. 


XIX, 

In ev'ry breaſt, or ſoon or late, 
The noiſy tempeſts blow : 
Which of fell paſſions cauſe a tide 
At once of guilt and wo. 


XX, 
When by theſe blaſts a thouſand wrecks 
On ev'ry ſhore appear ; 
By kill ſuperior to our own 
We're from theſe rocks kept clear, 


XXI. 
Can human prudence of her part 
With mighty vauntings boaſt? 
Had ſhe alone been at the helm, 
Our race had all been loſt. 
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„ XX11, 

How impious were it to our ſkill 
The incenſe high to raiſe; 

And from our wiſe protecting Gop 
To intercept due praiſe ! 


eee 


XXXVIII. On hearing one complain of this 
as an evil World. 


1. 

LL ages paſt againſt our world 
Have urg'd a loud complaint; 
Loud outcries do, or ſoon or late, 
From ev'ry lip get vent. 


II. 
But why accuſe an harmleſs world 
Of ſublunary ills; 
When man's injurious hand with wo 
Its ev'ry region fills ? 
III. 
Tho? briny ſorrows o'er man's head 
In whitening ſurges flow, 
The ireful breath of  fellow-men 
That ſwelling tide does blow. 


IV. 
Neath calumny's unfriendly hand 
The heart does ſorely ake; 


By envy's cruel fingers pluekt, 
Its very ſtrings do break, 
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V. 

When does the tender mind of man 
Complain of ſmarter pangs, 
Than juſt when the malicious hand 

The bow of ſlander twangs ? 


VI. 
Few grone ſo loud beneath the hand 
Of a chaſtiſing Gop, 
As thoſe who are to earth preſs'd down 
"Neath wrongful cenſure's load. 


VII. 
Oft, oft the ſharp, reproachful tongue, 
Cuts to the inmoſt ſoul; 
While overwhelming tides of grief 
Thro' all the boſom roll. 


VIII. 
From follies of our own we drink 
At times th' unpleaſing draught, 
And yet that cup feems to the taſte 
With feweſt bitters fraught. 


, IX. 
Injurious deeds of fellow-men 
Our ſmarteſt feelings breed, 
Tis thence the blackeſt clouds are form'd, . 
That lour around the head. I 


X, 
Earth would be heav'n, if ev'ry act 
From mutual love did ſpring : 
If from our lips each word .took flight 
On warm affection's wing. 
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XI. 
Were ſympathy amidſt life's gloom, 
To dart its warmeſt rays; 
Soon would it ſhed a chearing gleam 
All o'er our darkeſt days. 


XII. 
Altho' we daily may complain 
The wine of life is ſour ; 


| Into the cup true friendſhip ſtill 


Could ſweet' ning mixtures pour. 
XIII: 


If when juſt Heav'n ordains a croſs, 


True friends their aid would lend; 
Willing to ſhare the weighty load; 
When laid upon a friend. 


. 
Then would the burden of life's cares 
By far more lightſome prove; 


We thro' its moſt uneven ſtage, 


With ſteadier eourſe might move. 


XV. 
Now ere the mid-day of our time, 
Thick clouds o'ercaſt the ſky ; 
So that we look with ardent wiſh, 
Till ev'ning's ſhade draws nigh, 
XVI. 
How hard the cure, when in each clime 
Theſe dreadful ills abound ; | 


And when ſome grains to ſwell the heap 
In ev'ry hand are found! 


XXXIX. On 
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XXXIX. On Health, 


BW 
Health ! ſweet Health ! ſay in what clime 
Thy fragrant herbs do ſpring ; 
Where grow thoſe balmy leaves from whence _ 
Thy juices we may wring ? 
8 
In queſt of theſe, air, earth and ſea, 
We mortals oft explore; 


To waft thy precious treaſures home, 
We coaſt the diſtant ſhore, 


III. 


Still underneath the palace roof 
Health proves a welcome gueſt; 
It gives a reliſh to each diſn 
Amidſt the royal feaſt, 


IV, 


E'en black deceit, whoſe double tongue 
Diſſimulation tips, 

Still welcomes health within its gates 
With moſt unfeigned lips. 


V. 

Should the rough iron yoke of pain 
Our necks each ſeaſon gall; 
Down to the cave of fell deſpair 
We mortals ſoon ſhould fall, 

G 


— III CW EIT - 3. AY . * — 


122 NATURE SPIRITUALISED, - in a 


| VI. | 
Soft may they lie, whom roſy health 
In early life did wed ; 
Who find this welcome conſort till 
Prove faithful to their bed, 


VII. 


The Gop of health to this our world 


His precious cargo ſends 
To ſov'reigns, and their meaneſt ſlaves, 
Alike the blefling lends, 


TRL. 
What for this precious gift we owe, 
Tis ſick · beds beſt can fay 
Who, on a couch of languiſhment, 
Their ſleepleſs bodies lay. 


I'X. 
Unnumber'd crowds in ev'ry clime 
The day in pains do ſpend ; 
And cry for death, the tedious night, 
Their various ails to end. 


X. 
High- favour'd are they of our Gop, 
Who grones but ſeldom vent; 


To whom diſeaſe with pricking lance 
Is ſcarcely ever ſent. 


XI. 
Great is your debt, whoſe vital flood 
Still undiſturbed flows; 
Whoſe cheek thro' all the circling year 
With healthful vigour glows, 
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XII, 
Far louder and more frequent notes 
A Gop from you may claim, 
Than thoſe whoſe dull untuneful pow'rs 
Diſeaſes ſadly maim. 


XIII. 

Let patience too within your breaſts 
Take up its cloſe abode; 
Whoſe aking ſhoulders feel the ſmart 

Of heav'n's afflictive rod. 


| XIV, 
Oft in affliction's painful ſchool 
The trueſt wiſdom *s taught ; 
And tribulation's bitter cup 
With wholſom juice is fraught, 


XV, 

To purge remaining dregs quite off, 
Gon gives this bitter pill; 
And trains his fay'rites for the ſkies 

By ev'ry pang they feel. 
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XL, On ſeeing a Ship about 10 ſail, 


. $ 

HE fav'ring breeze, with welcome ſound; | | 

Cries loud to quit the ſhore ; 7 ; 

And forward lanch to diſtant climes, 
Where foming oceans rore. 
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II. 
Impatient now to catch the gale, 
The anchor ſoon they weigh ; 
And ſpreading wide before the wind, 
They bid the canvas fly. 


III. 

The anxious crew look wiſhful back, 
The parting land to view : 
Some fear that to their native coaſt 

They bid their laſt adieu. 


Iv. 
Faſt do they plow the ſea-green wave, 
Nor fear the treach'rous deep; 


Which ſoon with wonted rage may fome, 
Tho' now it ſeem to ſleep. 


V. 
Juſt thus ere long my veſſel too 
Muſt ſpread forth all her ſails; 
When from the dark, tremendous cave, 
Death ſhall let fly the gales. 
| VI, 
While troubled waters ſwell around, 
Who ſhall my veſſel guide; 
When thro” that cold, unfathom'd ſtream, 
I unexperienc'd ride? 
VII. 
Na pilot from this mortal ſhore 
Will haſte my helm to ſteer; 
Or come on board with ſkilful hand, 
From rocks to keep me clear. 
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VIII. 

My boſom- friend here begs excuſe, 
Nor will he quit the land; 
While I lanch forth he'll bid adieu, 

And ſtill on ſhore will ſtand, 


IX, 


125 


Straight thro? the deep, tremendous gulf, 


My ſpirit muſt away: 
Beneath the feeble glimm'ring beam 
Of life's departing day. 


X. 
Death's ax will cut my cable thro' 
On the appointed day; 
Tho? quite unready to depart, 
I dare not bid him ſtay. 


XI. 
We mortals wait our paſſage hence, 
When Heav'n commands a wind ; 
Come when it will, let nought of mine 
Thro' floth be left behind. 


XII. 
Who ever ſaw death change his courfe, 
Or ſtop for any call | 
In pity to the man's loud cry, 
Who leaves his precious all? 
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XLI. Or a flormy Wind. 


J. X 
HE black*ning clouds eclipſe the day, 
And blot the azure ſky ; 
The angry north begins to frown, 
And the rough tempeſt fly, 


II, 
The feather'd ſnow on downy wing 
Is ſwiftly wafted round; 
And in one liv'ry ſoon arrays 
Each tenant.of the ground. 


"HI. 
Now, now 's the time for man to houſe, 
And quit th unſhelter'd heath: 
Behold, the tempeſt ſwells its throat, 
To blow with ſtronger breath, 


Iv. 
Yet at this hour th' Almighty Gon 4 
Rides theſe unbridled winds; 
And in the hollow of his hand 
The lawleſs tempeſt binds. 


. , # 
'Tis kind in him that rules the ſtorm 

To ſound a loud alarmz 
And tell the helpleſs ſons of men 
To fly approaching harm, 
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VI. 
Th impriſon'd winds have now got looſe, 
And furiouſly they rave : | 
They rouſe wide oceans into rage, 
And roll th' unpitying wave. 


VII, 
All o'er the plains, the drifted ſnows 
Hedge up the trav'ler's road : 


Soon will the ſwelling heaps o'ertop 
The cottager's abode. 


VIII, 
Yet if a Gop ſhould whiſper once, 
They'll liſten to the ſound ; 
Behind it no rebellious breath 
In nature would be found. 


IX. 
But reaſon often ſhuts its ear 
On a commanding Gon: 
Rebellious, man but ſlowly runs 
To anſwer at his nod, 


' X. 
Ah me! ſtrong blaſts of wayward luſts 
Thro' all my boſom rore; 
Heav'n cries aloud, Ye paſſions calm, 
«© Nor rage one moment more,” 
XI. 
Vet, far more ſtubborn than the ſtorm, 
I give to ſenſe the rein: 
The dictates of my will purſue, 
And Heav'n's commands diſdain. 
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| X11, 
Well may the winds gainſt ſtubborn man 
At laſt in judgment riſe; 
Who oft obedience to his Gop 
Delib'rately denies. 
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XLII. On ſeeing a Fire kindled, 


411. 
OLD is that hearth, tho' all around 
The proper fuel 's ſpread; 
Till underneath th' unkindled pile 
A burning coal be laid. . 
.. 
Tho' with the ſtrongeſt breath we blow, 
The blaſts no life inſpire; — 
Till from ſome neighb'ring vivid flame 
We fetch the burning fire. 


1II. 
Then ſoon the crackling blaze mounts up, 
The living ſparks aſcend ; | 
While curling clouds of thick'ning fmoke 
Still upwards haſte to bend. | 
x. - an 
But faſt the ſinking pile conſumes, 
The heat begins to die 
Beneath a maſs' of embers ſoon 
*Twill all extinguiſh'd lie. 
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V. 
Thus cold the various rooms will prove 
Within the human mind; | 
Till Heav'n dart down its living flame, 
And fan it with its wind. 


VI. 


Long, long may ſoft perſuaſion's gale 


In gentle breezes blow; 
Ere midſt its dead, unkindled pow'rs, 
One living ſpark you know. 
VII 
The breath that kindles love divine, 
Is wafted from on high ; 


Till then man's wither'd faculties 
In one dead pile muſt lie. 


VIII. 
Tho' lighted once, the feeble flame 
To quick decay ſtil] tends ; 


Unleſs the Gop, who life did breathe, 


New influences ſends. 


IX. 
If breath divine within thy breaſt 
Did this pure flame inſpire; 
O let the daily breath of pray'r 
Blow up this heav'nly fire. 


x 

Nor let ill-boding black deſpair 
Once fill your fouls with dread, 

That in the bottom of your hearts. 
This ſpark divme is dead. 

8 5 
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XI. 
Beneath the embers of foul luſt, 

It may be now preſs'd down; 
Or hell may pour. temptations forth, 
'The burning coal to drown : 


XII, 


But from beneath | theſe aſhes ſoon 
The flame at length will riſe ; 

And, midſt theſe floods daſh'd on by fiends 
Shall blaze up to the ſkies, 


* * * * N EEE EDD 


XLIH. On bearing a Man ſlander his 
| Neighbour, 


1. 
Urs'd ſlander, with its forked tongue, 
Emits a deadly ſound; 
And widely thro' the yielding air 
Diſperſes poiſon round. 


II. 

Fair names which at the early morn 
Their ſnow- white leaves did ſpread, 

Beneath detraction's with'ring blaſt 
Begin ere night to fade. 


III. 
Truth's bridle from his cruel jaws 
The fland'ter throws aſide; 


And tamely yields his lawleſs tongue 
For falſhood's hand to guide. 


IV, 
By ev'ry blaſt he throws abroad 
Fierce blazing brands and death, 
To ſoundeſt characters gives wounds 
By each ſucceflive breath. 


V. 
*Tis baſe, O man ! behind the back 
The fatal bow to ftring ; 
Or at thy neighbour, quite unarm'd, | 
The poifon'd dart to fling. 
VI. 
Amidſt the faults of fellow- men, 
Why ſtill thy fingers dip; 
Or from their follies, buried long, 
Oblivion's cov'ring ſtrip? 
VII. 


That curſed court, where ſlander ſits, 
Is held in Satan's name: 


From him th' ſland'rer's warrant comes 


To cry his neighbour's ſhame, 


VIII. 


The bold defamer with his teeth 
The freſheſt names does bite; 

And o'er the favourite Tons of fame 
Throws out the dregs of ſpite, 


IX. 
The faireſt reputation ſoon 
He wantonly can kill; 
The blood of faireſt characters 
He in his ſport does ſpill. 
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X. 
What tho' ſome ſmaller blemiſhes 
May ftain a neighbour's name ; 
*Tis cruel to ſpread wide the blot, 
And ev'ry word to blame, 


X1, 
Might not thy cheek with bluſhes glow, 
To blaze his foibles round ; 
When greater ills about thyſelf 
On ſlighteft ſearch are found? 


ä 
He who began this practice firſt 
Acquir'd his art from hell; 
Where fierce reverberating flames 
Of endleſs difcord dwell. 


| xIII. 
My ſoul ! in myſt'ries of this trade 
Attempt not thou to pry; 
Still from the peſtilential air 
With haſty paces fly. 
| XIV. 
Or if detraction in thy view 
Shall aim to throw its dart, 
Of the ſharp laſſes of reproof, 
Let it ſoon feel the ſmart. 


T3 


Variety of POEMS. 133 
ssssssssssssssssssssss sss 


XLIV. On bearing a Man comvifted of. 
Agee, 


I. 

Urs'd be that foul, infernal ſiend, 
C Who firſt did hatch a lie; 
And threw the firſt dark-colour'd tain _ 

On ſacred verity. 


II. 
By him from the ſweet paths of truth 
Man's footſteps firſt were led; 
In fal ſhood's darkſome, crooked path, 
He taught their feet to tread. 


III. 
He early ſwells the ſons of men 
With the curs'd breath of pride; 
To liſp the language of deceit, 
Their tongues he ſoon does guide, 


Iv. 
*Tis in ſome rare ſequeſter'd ſhade. 
That truth now deigns to dwell} ; 
Beneath ſome roofs of this fair gueſt | 
None there a word can tell. 


v. 

O truth! O truth! untainted truth, 
Where do thy banners fly? 
Say, in what diſtant, happy clime, 

Thou rear'ſt thy ſtandard high? 
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VI. | 
'Tis fad that to man's inward parts 
Truth ſcarce can entrance find ; 
While falſhood's eagerly careſs d 
Within the human mind. 


VII. 
Nor is he bleſt within whoſe heart 
This hateful gueſt reſides; 
And in the room of ſacred truth 
Still undiſturb'd abides. 


Ini. 
Fiends in their chains did leap that hour 
When men began to lie; | 


The tidings thro” the flaming lake 


Did force a ſhout of joy. 


IX, 
The liar wears the deepeſt print 
Of Govp's accurſed foe ; 
This feature is the ſureſt mark 
The great arch- fiend to know. 


5 X. 
How bleſt is that companion, truth, 
Gainſt whom men ſhut the gate; 
And make her oft with dewy locks 
Without their doors to wait ? 


XI, 
The tongue from its ſure guide, the heart, 
Should not have leave to ftray ; 
And, without knowledge of the mind, 
Moſt horrid untruths ſay. 
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XII. 
Still from the fountain of thy heart 
The ſtreaming words ſhould flow; 
And never ſhould the lips pronounce 
More than the mind does know, 


XIII. 

From the lock'd chambers of thy ſoul 
No man thy thoughts can ſteal: 

But fellow- men expect your words 
Should thoughts all- pure reveal. 


XIV. 

They from thy lips a debt of truth 
Claim, and do juſtly claim; 

And ſay they're wrong'd, if thy falſe lips 
The verity ſhall maim. 


XV. 


Thou, from the warehouſe of thy thoughts, 
Mayſt hinder all retail; 

And keep thy ſecret a 
Beneath a double ſeal, 


| XVI, 
None can complain, tho” to thy thoughts 
Thou wilt not lend thy tongue: 
But may exclaim, if thy feign'd lips 
Thy ſentiments do wrong. 
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' XLV. On bearing a Perſon flandered by 
one who had juſt before been com- 
mending him to his Face. 


I, 
O monſter mong the human kind 
More horrid can appear, 
Than he who *"twixt deceitful lips 
A double tongue does wear, 


II. 
Too frequently diſguiſing man 
This moment wears a ſmile; 
And pours falſe flattery in the ear, 
Th' unwary to beguile. 


III. 
Falſe wretch ! whoſe brow without a bluſh 
So foul a mark can bear; 
Sharp are the teeth fix'd in thy jaws, 
Which names ſo baſely tear. 


IV, 
Soon doſt-thou change thy pliant voice, 
To ſing a diffrent lay; 
Thy hollow heart, ftring'd with deceit, 
No note of truth can play, 


V, 
Let firſt thy cheek have time to cool 
Behind this man's embrace; 
Before detraction's hateful ſound 
Shall echo thro' this place. 
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VI. 
When thou deſign'ſt, with thy falſe weights, 
All his paſt deeds to try 
He ſhould have firſt been ſummon'd i in, 
To ſtand a witneſs by. 


VII. 
Tho', as thou ſayſt, his num'rous faults 
Do ſink thy balance low; 
His virtues in the other ſcale 
"Tis equity to throw. 
VI1T. 
How baſe to call, and judge his cauſe, 
When he has-none to plead : 


Dis cruel that his character 


In wicked ſport ſhould bleed. 
. = 
Why did thy treach'rous look fo late 33; 
Put on fair friendſhip's air? 
Why with thy ſoft bewitching lips 
Didſt thou beſpeak him fair? + 
X. 
Should not thy reſtleſs ſland'ring tongue 
Be index to thy mind? 1 Vil 
Why ſhould it ſmooth, when in thy heart 19161 
Curs'd envy is confin'd ? | 
XI, 
Methinks thy foul, defaming breath, 
Pollutes the air around ; 


Which on its wings, few moments fince, 
Did bear thy flatt'ry's ſound, 
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XII, 
By baſeſt arts thou tak'ſt away 
What thou canſt neer reſtore ; 
The fland'rer cannot heal that name 
His bloody fingers tore. 


X111, 

His name, the labour of long years, 
Thou like a thief doſt ſteal ; 
When thus the flaws of his. paſt life 

Thou doſt abroad reveal. 


XIV. | 
O think! thou monſter of deceit, 
How profitleſs thy toil: 


4 Thou mak'ſt him poor, but never can 
Enrich thee with his ſpoil, 

1 xv. 

| | Methought Juft now fair friendſhip's flag 
| Thy hand did wave on big; 
0 And now, behold, above thy head 

1 The hoſtile colours fly. 

xv. 


Take ſhame, and let this curs'd diſguiſe 
| By thine own hands be rent : 
Let not thine heart and tongue again 
Thus ſhamefully diſſent. 
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XLVI. On ſeeing a Perſon diſcover ſtrong 
Symptoms of Pride. 


I. 
Urs'd pride, how oft a beauteous face 
Thou ftrangely doſt deform! 
Stung with thy poiſon, man looks big, 
Nor thinks himſelf a worm. 


II, 
With flattery's foul, bewitching breath, 
Vain, thoughtleſs man, does ſwell : 
Nor knows he that he is inſpir'd 
With blaſts of pride from hell. 


| III. 
Soon as he ſnuffs this tainted air, 
Himſelf that hour 's forgot; 
And vain ideas in his head 
Of fancied grandeur flote. 


IV. 
Thoughts of imaginary worth 
Inhabit all his mind: 
He 's puffed up to monſtrous ſize, 
With this bewitching wind. 


* 
» % 


| v. 
Who ſees him ſtrut along, ſcarce thinks 
He rents a houſe of clay: 
Or that upon his haughty fleſh 
The worms muſt ſhortly prey. 
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| VI. 
Pride ill becomes mortality, 
A creature poorly fits: 
A haughty mien on brow of fleſh, 
How aukwardly it fits ! 


VII. 

Pride is a plant nurs'd up in hell, 
The ſoil where ſtill it thrives: 
With hate and envy, mong the fiends, 

It without ceaſing ſtrives. 


VIII, 
This poiſon the Almighty hand 
From man did cloſely hide ; 
As if nought more deſtructive prov'd 
Than the curs'd root of pride. 


IX. 
Low ſhould he look, whoſe gifted life 
On daily. alms depends : 
Who cannot call one mite his own, 
But what Heav'n's bounty ſends. 


. 

Such beggars from their hearts might wiſh 
The ſtreams of pride to fail: 

It well becomes depending man 
To bear the loweſt fail. 


 * 
Can he be proud, who for his back 
The harmleſs lamb muſt ſhear ; 
And for his feet, the bullock's hide 
From off his ſides muſt tear? 
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XII, 
All creatures round muſt in their turn 
Man's hourly wants ſupply ; 
And *tis but rarely he complains, 
And they his ſuit deny, 


XIII. 
And ſhall an helpleſs penſioner, 
With haughty notions ſwell, 
When kindred mold, beneath his feet, 
May his origin tell? 


XIV. 
Among the monſtrous ſhocking forms 
Hatch'd in the human mind, 
No fouler or more hideous ſhape 
Than arrogance we find, 


XV. 
Wherever this rank, pois'nous bud, 
Is once allow'd to blow, 
Within that mind no virtuous wiſh 
Is ever feen to grow. 
XVI 
It would be ftrange to ſee a wretch, 
In iron fetters bound, 
Betray a proud, contemptuous air, 
Tho' faſt chain'd to the ground. 


XVII. 
' Who ſees a felon at the grate, 
In durance firm confin'd, 
Expects his look, and language too, 
Should ſhew an humble mind. 
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XVIII. 


Can man be proud, whoſe debts to Goo 


Heav'n's Heir himſelf did pay; 
Man, who for forfeiture of life, 
Nought in exchange can Jay ? 


XIX, 
The bird that ſtruts with gaudy plumes, 
Which the Creator lent, 
May well uncenſur'd ſpread his wing, 
And to his pride give vent. 


. 
But can a mortal, naked born, 

Of borrow'd clothing vaunt; 
When tenants of earth, air and ſea, 
| Alms to the beggar grant? 
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XLVII. On ſeeing à very large Tree, in 


Windſor Foreſt, rotten 
at the Heart. 
I, | | n 
AN's eye each day home to his heart 


Miſtaken views does bring; 


With wrong report of objects round, 
It makes his ears to ring. 


II. 
The obſervations of the eye 
Men credit oft too ſoon; 
As truth, whatever it diſcerns, 
We in the mind write down, 


* 
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III. 
Juſt now, that leafy ſpreading tree 
My eye reported ſound; GM 
But when its hollow heart's diſclos'd, 5 
Its rottenneſs is found. 


IV. 
The verdict's falſe; yet ſtill no blame 
Has the diſcerning eye: 
It views outſides, but to the heart 
The ſight 's too dim to pry, 


3 
If I a diſtant ſurvey take, 
E'en of the human race, 
And the pure glaſs of charity 
Before my eyes ſhall place; 


VI. 
Then hundreds round without a flaw 
Stand forth before my view; 
Yet deeper inſight thro' their ways 
Does much unſoundneſs ſhew. 


VII. il 

Some men beneath the greeneſt leaves ; I! 
Their hollow hearts do hide | 
Who of th' all-penetrating' eye i | 
The teſt will not abide. | * 2 


VIII. 
Like yonder tree, a bark all ſound, 
The inward faults conceal; 
And thus from a dim ſigłted world = 
Their approbation ſteal. | 


112 
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by * IX. 

Beneath hypacriſy's thick vail 
The man is ſeldom ſeen ; 

And from the ſcrutiny of men 


His face he long may ſcreen, 
X, 


True uprightneſs deep in the heart 


Is planted with leſs toil, 
Than even the brow is varniſh'd o'er, 
Spectators to beguile. 


XI. 


To wear diſſimulation's cloke 


Demands uncommon ſkill ; 
Who puts it on had need to place 
A watch around him ſtill, 


X11, 
Midſt all his care, this truthleſs garb 
To rags will turn at laſt: 


Before his hollow heart always 


A vail he ſhall net caſt. 


XIII. 

When by the battery of truth 
Theſe ſandy bulwarks fail, 

Th' unhappy man that hour 's bereft 
Of this deceiving vail. . 


XIV. 
Sons of deceit! why ſweat ye thus . 
Theſe counterfeits to earn? 
Far better put yourſelves to (cho 
Sincerity to learn. 


XL VI. On 
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XLVIII. On ſceing @ Tree which was full 
of Bloſſoms, but brought 
Forth no Fruit. 


I. 
O * yonder tree, unnumber'd buds 
Did ſprout with infant ſpring, 
And promis'd to maturity | | 
Fine-flavour'd fruit to bring. | | 


II. 
Its bloſſoms ting'd with nature's die, 
White as the mountain ſnow; 
Drank oft the golden beams of noon, 
Till ev'ry leaf did blow. 
III. 
But how precarious is the hope 
That on a bloſſom 's ſtaid ? | 
One ſun at morn diſcerns them freſh, 9 
At ev'n beholds them fade. | | 
29 | 
Thus comforts rear'd beneath the ſun, | 
Droop in their infant hour : 
The ſtrongeſt cordials of our world 
In a few ev'nings ſour. | 
Our boſoms with glad endo heave, | 
| While theſe delights do blow: 
Increaſing joy at times we feel, 
To view how faſt they grow. 
3 H 
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einn EIPDED / "CET ELRED 
*Tis then the hoary froſts of heav'n 
The op'ning buds do nip; ' © 
And from the newly- bloſſom'd fweets 
Their faireſt colours ftrip. 


VII, 
Our ſeaſons ſeldom conſtant prove, 
Theſe comforts to mature; 
No office for one paſſing day, 
Will earth's delights inſure. 


VIII 
O'er ev'ry ſublunary leaf 
*T will blow both foul and fair: 
Nor will the keen, unwholſom * blaſt, 
Our darling pleaſures ſpare. - 


IX, 
[Tis in that world above the ſun, 
Our bliſs ſhall fully ſpread : 
There, *neath the ſcorching blaze of noon, 
Our joys ſhall never fade, 


X. 
Thus when amidſt the ſpring of youth, 
The buds of virtue ſprout z 
The peſtilential blaſts of ſenſe 
Deſtroy the riſing ſhoot. 


XI. 


In the calm morning of our days 
Freſh leaves breathe fragrance round; 
And on each branch the infant buds 


Of glad'ning hopes ae. found. 
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| XII. 

But when the youthful, fierce deſires, 
Their influences ſhed, | 

The tender bloſſomings of good 
Begin apace to fade. | 


XIII. | 
When ſerious thoughts ſeem fully bloom'd, 
And to have reach'd their height, 
Midſt dews that from our paſſions rife 
They're poiſon'd in a night. 
XIV. 
Few, few are thoſe whoſe aged boughs 
"Neath flavour'd fruit do bend: 
Altho' amidſt the ſpring of life 
They bloſſoms forth did ſend. 


_ - - 
One bud may ripen into fruit, 
For it ten thouſand die; 
And 'neath the baleful ſtorms of vice 
In deſolation lie. 


XVI. 
All ye who reaſon's tender plants 
Nurſe with unwearied tare, 
Quite thro' life's ſpring with wary hand 
The riſing paſſions rear. 
XVII, 
Raiſe not your ſanguine hopes too high, 
Nor ſoon your fears diſband ; 
Tho' on each branch of the young mind 
The blooming bloſſoms ſtand. 
; H 2 
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| XVIII 
O think what one unguarded hour 
To each of theſe may bring! 
Unlook'd-for ills. may ſoon arrive 
On ſtrong temptation's wing. 


XIX, 
The ſetting ſun withdraws his beams 
From many a leaf at night; 
Which, when he ſheds his earlieſt beam, 
Are wither'd from his ſight, 


XX. 
Theſe aged trunks, whoſe naked boughs 
Nor bud nor fruit do bear, 
Earth's Owner ſoon from off his ground 
Their cumb'ring roots will tear. 
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| XLIX. On ſeeing Oxen feeding in a rich 
Paſture- ground. 


- J. 
T eaſe, amidſt the flow'ry fields, 
The fatt'ning bullocks ſtray, 
And at their pleaſure on the green 
Their luſty limbs they lay. 


II. 
Quite undiſturb'd on graſſy couch, 
The lark's ſweet ſong they hear; 
Nor are they bidden to the yoke 
Each morning to draw near. 
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III. 
Quite to the full each day they feed 
Along the valley's ſide; 
And on the juicy herbage brouſe 11 
Thro' all the paſtures wide: 


IV. 

While yonder oxen from the ſtall 
Are driven forth to toil, 
And with lean ſides are goaded on 

To plow the ſtubborn ſoil. 


; k 
Without reſiſtance to the yoke - 
Their necks they patient yield; 
With ſteady pace they tread along 
Each furrow of the field. 


VI. 
When from the crooked beam at laſt, 
With wearied limbs they're led, 
After their toils but ſparingly 
Theſe labourers are fed. 


| VII. 

But ah ! the droves that now at large 
In yon' incloſures feed, 

Are doom'd beneath the butch'ring kei 
In a few days to bleed; 


VIII. 
While they from plough in owner's ſtall f 
A ſhelter long ſhall find; 
Them to his yoke for coming years 
le day by day will bind. 
21 
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IX. 
Thus the bleſt Owner of our world 
Aſſigns to men their lots; 
In greeneſt paſtures many feed, 
Some pine on barren ſpots. 
X. | 
But ſeldom they who wear his yoke 
Thro' earth's teſt paſtures ftray ; 
Or on th'enamell'd, flow'ry mead 
Their wearied joints can lay: 
* 
Tho' with the lark they often riſe, 
And grateful incenſe burn; 
And all day long thro' duty's "thi, 
* Heav'n's command they turn. 
X11. 


For theſe his friends, a bounteous God 5 3 


Far higher bliſs intends: 
Altho' a while to barren plains 
He them for trial ſends. 
XIII. 
Along the everlaſting hills 
They'll joyous feed at laſt; 
And range thro' vales of paradiſe, 
When life's ſhort toil is paſt; 
Xx iv. 
While thoſe who daily glut themſelyes 
By the cool fountain's fide, 
Beneath the roof of black deſpair 
Their heads muſt ſhortly hide. 


£, 
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PE XV, 
For an approaching ſlaughter- day 
Thus to the full they feed; 


For this they wander unreſtrain'd . 
Thro' the luxuriant mead. 


XVI. 


What tho? they crop the faireſt flowers, 


And moſt delicious greens ; 
Yet e' en that paſture, rich and fair, 
From death will never ſcreen.” 


X V11. 


For to their Owner's gracious voice - 


Their ears no hour attend ; 
Nor will they to his eaſy yoke- 
Their ſtubborn necks once bend. 


XVIII. 
For this in mis Ty's dreadful vale 
They muſt for ever pine; 
And round their necks the curſed fiends 
Their tort'ring engines twine. 
X1X. 
Ye happy few, who day 'by day 
"Neath ſultry view, do toil, 


And yet enjoy but poor repaſts 
From a forbidding foil, 


xx. 
Be patient; ſoon from off your necks 
The galling yoke hell take; 
And in the ſtreams of paradiſe 
Your thirſt you then ſhall flake, 
H4 
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L. On alk Sentence of Death eee 
on a Criminal at. thz Old Bailey. gli 


1 80 
H E lips of juſtice may a while 
The deepeſt ſilence keep; 
While lawleſs men her dictates flight, 
For years ſhe ſeems to ſleep. 
: N. 
From day to day deluded fools 
In new arrears do run; 
Regardleſs how, at reck'ning ume, 
They her arreſt may ſhun. 


114 
But when from ſlumber ſne awakes, 
Her ſacred rights to plead; 
She her dread charge, in guilty ears, 
With tone ſevere does read. 


IV. 
Her loud inceſſant cry does fright 
The felon's deafeſt ear: 
Who fearleſs her moſt ſacred bands 
Aſunder late did tear, 


V. | 
She did againſt this impious wretch 


The cauſe moſt juſtly gain; 
O'errul'd his pleas, and fairly prov'd 
All his defences vain. 
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She with a loud ſonorous voice 
Did firſt the charge indite ; 
And now in black and laſting lines 

His doom at length does write. 


VII, 
Death's order'd, at the hour preſcrib'd, 
His arm to make quite bare; 
And for the neck of this poor wretch 
The fatal knot prepare. 


VIII. 
Death to this pris'ner, as his own, 
A right henceforth will plead : 
From page of life his name is daſh'd, ** 
He's number'd with the dead. 


IX. 
But can this captive call no friend 
Some mighty pledge to lay; 
Will none with him theſe chains exchange, 
And his high ranſom pay? 


X. 

Not een his fire, whoſe griefs and years 
Do make his ſhoulders bend; 

Will yet for this his wretched fon 
To the dark grave deſcend. 


XI. 


Such love in, the wide univerſe 
For once we only hear ; 
When for his foes. the Friend of man 
Death's pangs did patient tear, 


H 5 
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XII, 
When juſtice for. their crimſon crimes 
Pronounc'd the. dreadful doom : 
He ſtands beneath Heav'n's burning ire, | 
As in the guilty's room. 
XIII. 
| When in his face the dreadful ſtorm 
| With keeneſt ire did blow, 
| And higheſt tide of wrath divine 
His ſoul did overflow: 
% XIV. 
Unmurm'ring he theſe terrors felt, 
| And bore the awful load; 
| Nor did he flee the falling ſtroke 
Of an incenſed Goo. 
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| LI. On hearing a Criminal at the Bar 

| 5 

crying for Mercy. 

| B late this wretch his innocence 
With boldneſs ſeem'd to plead, 
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Then of compaſſion who could think 
: So ſoon he ſhould have need? 


* 
To juſtice he with open mouth 
Solemnly made appeal: 
And juſtice in impartial ſcales 
Did what was equal deal. 
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1. 
He to the law's out- ſtretched wing 
For ſhelter did apply: 


But law to this poor guilty man 
Protection does deny. | 


Iv. 
On him the law in angry mood 
Has laid its heavy hand; 
As reparation for his wrong, 
His life does loud demand. 


v. 

By its juſt verdict precious life 
All paſt arrears muſt pay: 
Earth nought affords which he for it 
In fair exchange can lay. 


VI. 
The law, if we provoke its ire, 
Is an unpitying foe ; 
To the unhappieſt of men 
No bowels does it know. 
vir. 
It to the helpleſs orphan's Cauſe 
No partial look does ſhow : | 
Nor high, nor low, nor rich, not poor, 
Tt at the bar ſhould know. 


VIII, 

If with the law's moſt perfect rule 
Thine actions all comply, 
The verdi&'s ſurely on thy fide 
When ſhe the cauſe ſhall try. 
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| | IX. 
n center of her ſtrongeſt hold 
Thou joyous mayſt reſide; 
And from th' accuſer's keen purſuit 
For ever ſafe abide. ; 


* X. 
But if a flaw, the ſmalleſt flaw, 
In any deed be ſeen ; 
Thy head from harm, the threaten'd harm, 
She will not, cannot ſcreen. 


X 1. 
Thus mankind by th' eternal law 
To trial will be brought; 
Each word and action fairly weigh'd, 
With ev'ry dawning thought. 
+} at. 
If, when by this juſt touchſtone try'd, 
Their virtue they retain ; 
And, being fifted o'er and o'er, 
No chaff there ſhould remain ; 


XIII. 
To thee the guardianſhip of Heav'n 
By promiſe is made ſure; 
In his pavilion from purſuit 
Thou ſhalt remain ſecure. 


XIV. 


But if, in equal balance laid, 
One action prove too light; 
Or ſimple thought be fairly prov'd 
To deviate from the right; 
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XV. 
'Gainſt thee the unabating law 
Its doom will loudly, found ; PT 
And at its bar, for that wrong thought, 
Thou guilty wilt be found. 


XVI. 
Let not your lives, O ſons of men ! 
On ſuch a law depend ; 
You'll ſure be caſt, and from its gripe | 
What pow'r can you defend ? | 


XVII. 


O plead not innocence ! your guilt 
Like noon-tide will appear : 
What mortal man dare from the charge 

Pretend to ſay he's clear? 


XVIII. 
Here make your guilt your only plea, 
Gainſt you the cauſe is gone: 
Your only hope lies in appeal 
To pitying Mercy's throne, 


XIX, 

The guilty there alone eſcape, 
No innocents draw near ; 

Or from ſweet mercy's gentle lips 6 
Of ſwezt forgiveneſs hear. £ 


XX. 
To faultleſs men 'tis ever ſhy, 
And ſhews an empty hand ; 
Since they without her kindly aid 
Can in the judgment 'ftand, 
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From them towards the man condemn'd 
She haſtes to turn aſide, 

That ſhe their countleſs crimſon crimes 
From public view may hide. 


XX11, 
Men of clean hands, and free of blame, 
Mercy ſcarce e er does know: 
Nor in her breaſt, toward happy men, 
Do tender yearnings flow. 


XXIII. 
But when within the guilty mind 
Remorſe begins to riſe; 
She from the higheſt heavens to ſuch 
With kind intention flies, 


XXIV, 
The ſons of miſery alone 
On mercy's threſhold tread ; 
And none but they within her houſe 
Do ever make their bed, | 


II. Or bearing of an Earthquake. 


5g 
Earth * did thy fev'riſh breaſt 
With dire convulſions ſhake; 
What ſtartling ſights affrighted thee, 
And made thy center quake: 
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II. 
Strong, inward, agoniſing pain, 
Has caus'd thy breaſt to heave; 
And the huge rocks in wild affright 
Do into ſplinters cleave. . 


III. 
No wonder that beneath man's guilt 
Thy ſtrongeſt pillars bend: 
His ſcarlet-colour'd ſins ere long 
Will all thy mountains rend. 


IV. 
Has time thy corner-ſtones conſum'd, 
And crumbled down thy baſe ? 
Or haſt thou finiſhed the time 
Of thy appointed days ? 
V. 

Perhaps thou from on high haſt ſeen 
Th' archangel's glitt'ring ſpear : 
Does GABRIEL on his golden wing, 
With dreadful look draw near ? 


VI, 
Or did the Higheſt's thund'ring voice 
Stun thine affrighted ear ? 
Say, Has He fworn that his ffrange work 
He muſt no more forbear ? 4 


VII. 
How ſtrange! that quick- diſcerning man 
No danger ſhould eſpy; 
Nor dread that from time's teeming womb 
Some dire event draws nigh ? 
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| VIII. 
Tis fad that man for his own guilt 
No true repentance feels; 
When ev'n the flinty-hearted earth 
With ſearful horror reels. 


IX. 
In ſouthern climes the aguiſh ſoil 
Perpetual tremblings knows ; 
The toil of ages with one ſhock 
It into ruin throws, 
X. 
What voice, O Britain! bids thy cliffs 
Thus ſtedfaſt ſtill abide; 
While ſwelling floods on foreign ſhores 
O'er frighted cities ride? 


XI. 
The cluſters of thy cloud- topt hills, 
Which o'er thy highlands ſpread ; 
The winter's night do reſt ſecure, 
Nor once ſtart from their bed. 


XII. 

The waves that roll around thy coaſts, 
And ſwarm with finny ſtore; 
Tho' foming, ſeldom paſs their mark 
Along the bounding ſhore. 


XIII. 
The Higheſt, by his potent word, 
With ſafety girds our ifle : . 
While ruin many a furrow draws 


In diſtant ſouthern ſoil. 


Parity of POEMS. - 161 


XIV, 
When late ITHURIEL downward flew, 
To ſhake our guilty land ; 
Kind Heav'n repriev'd, and gave a ſign 
To ſtay his lifted hand. 


XV. | 
Yet ſince that day, on hill and dale, 
Vice in full bloom appears ; 1 
And baſe ingratitude to Heay'n 
Its brazen viſage rears. 


XVI, | 
An inundation of foul fins Ws | 
O'erflows our ſpreading, plains ; 
Tho' from on high unnumber'd gifts 
Our Gov all o'er. them rains, 


XVII. . 
When we perceive beneath Dee, o Fort 
The firm, untrembling grounds 
Sure in that path, by Heav'n mark'd out, N 
Our footſteps ſhould be found. 7 


XVIII. 

At the Almighty's nod the earth pt Al 
Would yawn with ſpreading jaws; ; 
That inſtant in his quarrel join, 
And quick eſpouſe his cauſe. _ 


XIX. 
What tho' above your guilty heads 
No tott' ring towers ſhould nod; 
Yet vice ſhall not eſcape the frourge.. 
Of an infulted Gon. 


51 } 


42 - a 
— — ——  — 


162 


LIII. On atakening in tbe Morning. 
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And from the roſy-colour'd eaſt 


5 


11. 


” 


1 


Pours golden beams of light. 


Sweet "RM from 'my op'ning lids 
Her footſteps haftes to turn: 
And reaſon's lamp, fill'd with freſh 1 
Now clearer ſeems tb burn. 


How quickly of this ſeeming de 
| The bands afunder break ; 
And from this figure of the grave 
I in an inftant wake! 4 


Juſt now on finey's himble wing | 


My ſpirit aloft did riſe ; 


HE fragrant morn, with chearful brow, 
Puts darkneſs to the flight; 


+ B+ 


And wand'ring forth would fain have reach'd 


Yet, in the twinkling of an eye, # 
The flutt'ring foul decends 


v. 


Up to theſe azure ſkies: 


And on this manſion-houſe of clay 


It inſtantly attends. 
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VI. 
Bleſt be the hand that nightly keeps 
This frail machine in play; ey 
And on my lawleſs fancy ft}! 
His kind reſtraints does 570 


VII. 
Our guardian Gop to waking hours 
Has undiſputed right; 
Who at the ſilent midnight hour 
Shields us from harm and fright. 


| vIII. 
As now the languors of ſoft ſleep | þ 1 
| My buried ſenſes wake; 


Thus ſoon the flambers of long ears Sov 
1 from theſe eyes muſt ſhake. 


IX. 
Tho' for long ages in che Ee 
No ſound diſturbs the ear; 
Soon as the trumpet's ſhout begins, 
The deafeſt there ſhall hear. 


x. 

Then on that pillow muſt my bed i 

No more its temples lay; | 

Nor flumber once behind _ dawn 
Of that eternal day. A 


| X1, 
Then to its former home the ſoul 
M Muft in that hour return: 
While floting worlds in mingling blaze: 
By it unheeded burn. 
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XII. 
The pair long parted by the grave, 
Midſt woes or raptures meet; 
And in a ſweet or wailing tone 
They muſt each other greet. 


XIII. 
Then ſhall thi aerial new-built frame, 
Juſt riſing from its reſt, 
In ſuit of fair or' dark array 
At that dread hour be dreſt. 


XIV. 
Scenes of this life will to theſe robes 
Impart their diff rent dye; 
And fix what colour thou muſt 4 wear 
Thro' all eternity, | 


re waeren 


LIV. On hing doton at Nigte. 


1. 


Its clamorous noiſe is ſtill; 
That, undiſturb'd, of ſlumber's cup 
All men may drink their fill. 


II. 
From the faſt- waſting lamp of day 
The golden oil is ſpent; 
And all the creatures round our world 
Now to their beds are ſent. 


HE din of day at length has ceas'd, 
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III. 
Man alſo feels his ſprightlieſt pow'rs 
Begin to travel ſlow: | 
A gentle overwhelming tide 
All round begins to flow. 


IV, 
Now at kind nature's powerful call 
I muſt my head recline; 
And to the bands of conqu'ring ſleep 
My thoughts a while reſign. 
ou” 
Thro' each apartment in the mind 
Will reſtleſs fancy reign ; 
And let a thouſand phantoms in, 
To revel thro' the brain. 


. VI, 

Should I reſiſt, me to my couch 
Sleep in few hours would chace ; 

And with unthought-of fairy ſcenes 
Drive reaſon from her place. 


VII. 
As now my body I undreſs, 
And throw my clothing by; 
That thro' the watches of the night 
More ſoftly I may lie. 
VIII. 
Juſt thus in ev'ning of my life, 
Ie l lay my fleſh afide; 
Which 'midſt the manſions of the dead 
For ages muſt abide, 
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| IX. 
Twill prove an intereſting hour, 
When this frail houſe ſhall ſhake ; 
And this poor flutt'ring, trembling heart, 
Midſt pangs unknown ſhall break. 


X. 


But thro! what climes the ſoul ſhall range, 


We mortals cannot tell : 
Or where the tenant, then diſlodg'd, 
Muſt ever, ever dwell. 
3 
Tho' ſlumber with benumbing dews 
My ſenſes oft does drown; 


And, ſeated on my heavy brows, 
Locks both my eyelids down; 


IS 
Heav'n of my ſight, with op'ning day, 
Does ſtill unlock the door; 
And to their functions does each ſenſe 
With gentle hand reſtore. 


XIII. | 
But death will burſt thro? ev'ty room, 
And ſhut the windows faſt ; 
Nor will he tell how many years 
The dreadful gloom ſhall laſt. 


XIV. 

Sleep often warns before it comes, 
And bears ſome; hours delay; 
Till toil has run its tedious rounds, 

It condeſcends to ſtay. 
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xv. 

But ah! the unrelenting king 
Has a determin'd brow ;- 

Nor to the poor deſpairing wretch 
One moment will allow. 


XVI. 
O man ! make haſte, diſpatch your work, 
The grave now makes your bed 
And on her pillow muſt your head 
Within few. years. be laid. 


ALAS best | 


LV. On paſſing « a Bridge. 


HE ſwelling ſtream o'er all its banks 
Begins apace to ſpread ; 
The lawleſs torrent burſts its bounds, 


And ſcorns its wonted bed, 


II, . 

Down, down in haſte, with noiſy pomp, 
The mighty. current rides; 

Unlike the gently-winding ſtream A 
That thro' this 27 Oe glides.” . 


III. 
'Twere vain attempt to ford this flood, 3 
And reach the diſtant ſhore; 
While thus along the crumbling banks 
The muddy waters rore. 


* 
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Iv. 

But yonder arches ſtand the ſhock 
Of the impetuous tide ; 
And year by year, *midft all its rage, 

Uninjur'd they abide. 
4 
Juſt thus the roring flood of death 
On life's ſharp edge runs down ; 
In its hoarſe murm'ring, fatal ſtream, 
Unnumber'd millions drown, 


VI, 
No man can ſwim that roring ſea, 
Which rolls frail life around ; 
To ſound its depths upon the waves 
No line was ever found. 


V 11. 
But the Meffiah for his friends 
Strong arches rear'd above; 
- Which to the utmoſt verge of time 
Shall undecaying prove. 


VIII. 
What tho” with noiſe beneath his feet 
The troubled currents riſe : 
The friend of IEsus all its rage 
Undauntedly defies. 
| IX, 
On that ſtrong bridge of ſtedfaſt faith 
The hoſts redeem'd have trod ; 
Who o'er this river ſafely paſs'd, 
And reach'd the bleſt abode, 


Xx. Heav'n's 
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X. . 
Heav'n's favourites who within this houſe 
Of pilgrimage reſide, 
Along this bridge, midſt heav'nly hoſts, 
Shall in bright triumph ride, 
XI. | 
Midſt all the fome that rores beneath, 
Theſe arches firm have ſtood : 
Tho' hell ſhould puſh the torrent on, 
They'll mock the raging flood. 
FA XII. 
Reſtrain each chilling, trembling fear, 
That thro? your veins would flow; 
Nor let one root of rank diſtruſt 
Within your boſom grow. 
XIII. 
With raptures view yon diſtant ſhore, 
Your freight 's already paid; 
There, by your everlaſting Friend, 
You'll ſafely be convey'd. 


XIV, 
Step fearleſs on to yonder edge 
Of death's dividing ftream : 
In twinkling of an eye you'll paſs, 
Broad as it now may ſeem. - 


XV. 
Bleſt be the hand that of this bridge. 
Firſt drew the wondrous plan; 
And deep beneath the roring flood 
The arduous work began. 
I 


% 
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XVI. 
Amaz'd at its ſtupendous frame, 
Heav'n's hoſts look with ſurpriſe 
And when the final ſtone was laid, 
Shouts rang thro” all the ſkies, 


XVII. 
All nature thro' eternity 
Its ſtructure will admire; 
The view thro' the celeſtial bands 
Will warmeſt love inſpire. 


XV111, | 

But tribes redeem'd on yonder ſhore 
Its beauties beſt can tell ; 

Who paſt ſo ſafe, when *neath their feet 
Hell's fiery ſurge did ſwell, 
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LVI. On ſeeing Bees returning loaded to 
their Hive. 


I, 
ORTH from the hive the buſy bees 
In armed ſquadrons fly : 
Each brandiſhing its little ſpear, 
Before the foe draws nigh. 


II. 
At early morn the march is beat, 
The foragers take wing; 
And ſoon within their waxen tents, 
The yellow treaſure bring. 


III. 
Soon o'er the higheſt hedge they fly, 
No ownet's leave they wait: 
Without a key they inftant paſs 
The double-bolted gate. 
IV. 
Vet ſtrange the injur'd bears the wrong, 
Nor will of theft complain: 
None from his fields attempts to drive 
Theſe robbers back again. 


v. 
With haſte the ſtings are all unſheath'd, 
The op' ning flowers to wound: 
Each toils beneath its load of wealth, 
| Stol'n from the meadows round. 


| VI. 
Home to the hive the buſy ſwarms 
Convey unchalleng'd ſpoil ; 
Yet never riot on the fruits 
Of petſeveting toil, 
VII. 
Still buſy- handed induftry 
Beneath their roof does dwell; 
Frugality, that worthy gueſt, 
Inhabits ev'ry cell. 


VIII. 
With ſpeed they hoard the winter-ſtore, 
While ſummer ſheds its ray 
And in their cloſe compacted cells 
Their luſcious wealth they lay. 
12 
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IX, 
While yet in reaſon's commonwealth 
Unnumber'd drones n, 
In ev'ry clime, the ſons of floth - 
In cluſt'ring ſwarms are uy 
X. 
Tho' tenants of the hive fly forth, 
With earlieſt ſummer-ray; 
The ſons of reaſon ſcarce begin 
With the departing day. 


. 
Go, child of floth, to yonder ſchool, 
There your firſt leſſons ſpell ; 
Fair copies of an active life 
Vou'll find in ev'ry cell. 


| XII. 
Whom teach they not, while thro' the air 
They take their early tour; 
And, ſcatt'ring o'er the fragrant lawns, 
Rove round from flow'r to flow'r ? 


XIII. 
Altho' no preacher weekly warns 
That winter 's on his way; 
At higheſt rate we ſee them prize 
Each ſweet deſcending ray. 


XIV, 
From ſun to ſun they wake and work, 
Cold winter to beguile : 
Still chearful as they fly around, 
And ſinging” as they toil, 


- XV, 
But men beyond the preſent day 
| Scarce ſend one anxious thought ; 
And only for time's paſſing hour 
A ſcanty portion 's ſought. 


XVI, 
From heav'nly truths in word divine 
Man ſhould be learning faſt : 
When his laſt ſetting ſun is down, 
The precious ſeaſon 's paſt. 


| XVII. 
When angry ſtorms ſpread forth their wings, 
To waft the ſnows abroad ; 
How vain for theſe induſtrious troops, 
To wing their, airy road ! 


XVIII. 
Thus when the crumbling hand of time 
Has molder'd life away; 
Nought man can find to lay in ſtore, 
Behind that awful day. 


XIX. 
'Gainſt ſlothful man theſe buſy bees 
Swift witneſſes may prove, 71 
Who thro? the rounds of active life { 
Both late and early move. 


XX. 

While man begins his ſummer's toil, 
When winter's at the door; 
And only ſows, when he ſhould reap 

What ſhould have been in ſtore, 


I 3 
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g S e 
li LVII. On ſeeing the Varniſh worn off 
A from a gilded Toy. 

1 TEN with a cold, indiff' rent look, 

Ul. Behold the infant's toy; 

. And all thoſe vanities contemn, 

bl Which childiſh minds employ. 

4 | 1 

1 Cool reaſon has theſe baubles weigh'd, 

1 Which glitter'd in the eye; 

„ When ſober judgment vie wd them round, 


She found them vanity. 


III. 
Few days ago this painted cheat 
Of worth made mighty boaſt ; 
But when the varniſhing decays, 
The value's wholly loſt, 


* 
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i IV, 
Thus when experience wets her hand 
Ev'n manhood's toys to clean, 
That to unbias'd reaſon's eye 
They fully may be ſeen: 


V. 

Of theſe external colours ſtript, 
A ſhadow's left behind; 
Beneath the gilded ſurface nought 

Can the obſerver find. 
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VI. 
Should we from honour, wealth or fame, 
The outſide glories ftrip ; 
And from the pieces moſt admir'd 
The colour d fringes clip; 


VII. 
They from that hour would loſe their charms 
In the purſuer s eye; 
Nor would vain man waſte time and ſtrength 
To purchaſe vanity. 


VIII, 
What earth contains let dying men 
The value aſcertain 
In their account : Who buys the whole, 
Will ſmall advantage gain. 


IX. 
What's fame! but an inconſtant breath, 
Which lips of fools do blow; 
A gale, which thro' a good man's mind 
Can cauſe no joys to flow, 
» 
The man of worth, juſt in his face, 
Againſt him feels its wind: 
Its odours round an upright head 
*Tis very rare to find. 


XI, 

Why ſmile we then to ſee the child 
With painted fancies. play ; 
When. to our breaſts theſe bigger toys 
We with like fondneſs lay ? 
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| X11, 

Strange! ftrange'! that gilded vanities 
Each age ſhould thus beguile; 
And for theſe meereſt toys, their days 

Wear out in fruitleſs toil, 


| 7; | 
Who in the poliſh'd glaſs of truth 
Theſe vanities beholds ; 
It their admired luſtre dims, 
And countleſs flaws unfolds. 


XIV. 
Dezth's ſolemn tongue in ev'ry ear, 
Will ſoon this truth atteſt ; 
When underneath his iron hand 
Men find their ſpirits preſs'd, 


XV. 
At reaſon's warehouſe buy your goods, 
There ſtill your ſtock employ: _ 
Nor more from fancy's market bring 
The empty painted toy. 


XVI. 
With heav'nly graces day by day 
Enrich th' immortal mind : 
Beware of hoarding up the traſh 
You ſoon muſt leave behind, 


* 
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EEE 


LVIII. Or bearing one complain that moſt 
of his Acquaintance were dead. 
Midſt the toilſom race of life 
We leave great crowds behind : 


Of thoſe who at youtl's morn ſet out, 
Few on the road we find. 


+ | SM 
At ev'ry ftage, on right and left, 
Some one unheeded drops; 


Death to his houſe ſome ſtill decoys, mn | 
And ſoon their Journey ſtops. 1 «#35 


IN, ES 
While thro' the ſmooth beguiling paths F 
We hand in hand went on; : 
Before we knew, the prey was ſeiz'd, 
And ſome fair youth was gone. 


IV, 
Thin are our ranks, for croſs the road 
Death's ſhafts unceaſing fly; 
And *midft the ſlumbers of the grave, 
Our flain companions lie. 


V. 
While theſe from winter's ſnowy n 
A laſting ſhelter find; 
We midſt the thorny paths of life 
Are joylefs left behind. 


15 


_ 
— rr 


* — 3 1 p c . x 0 a == — - : 8 , ” ; \ 
— * 2 © VE _ 2 . > 4" T5 Ty a . ak: ; * — 4 4 I — - < "i , 233 — wy aye 1 2 — =>" 2 . 2 re . 32 —__— ex" — = 
„ 4 * Laden , . - © > £4 >... - — I \ — 2. E * — HA _— 4 — — 2 - — . * , — 7 7 re 2 — x Sw > — 23 >» — 7 * 1 
* 5 " * Y SY” "> FF oo 0.” POS A = GE #5 Py > n= —— S — — 2 — 2 — CI — — - . * by oo SE. * 5 2 
* — "+. . — — 8 ad * Fa TH ES * = - OTE — 2 r N — EIS > 22 . — — — * rr — mn em 5-0 — — — dab 
* 8 — — 4 be IT d g - i. 7,4 * : 5 K . tru 2 1 —— — 4 . — — . — * hy BY 
M—— ——  — —— — Cs . «> <> * n — FEY 3 ry 1 Im = XX: 236 >. CIS I; *_E —— ——— — — . - — — 2 ==» Soar = 
— 5 F * a er, 2 0 . * "Rn 
* - ” . n of 4 * - — — A — 
” 2 2 l : _ — CT VET — —— — 3 ng rs oo — ä — > —— — — 2 7 „ — — — — Ny , , — — — < - 5 — — — 2 - — k 
. 5 1 . "_— PI — 


en 
* 


2 
* 


2274 Navuns SrRrruAkis kp, in a 


. VI. 

On every ſide the noiſy ſtreet 
Deſerted roofs appear; 

Where friendfhip once with ſocial bliſs 
1 paſſing hours did cheer. 

VII. 

T RC partners of our youthful days 

Were tir d, and left the ſtage; 


While we in joyleſs mood muſt march 
Down to the vale of age. 


VIII. 


Amag the grave s dark charnels ſpread, 
They molder in the urn; 

| And t their once delightful haunts, 
They never will return. 


Their ſolitary dwellings now ; 
Not their old tenant knows : 


* 


Gainſt them thoſe gates: once call'd their own, 


Their leaves do inſtant cloſe. 
xX. 


Our preſent homes within few years 


Others will call their own; 
And that we ſhelter'd 'neath their roofs, 
Ere long twill ſcarce be known. 


XI. 
> Theſe, fleeting ſublunary goods 
From hand to hand go round; 
And at our Parting ſeldom. fail 
The owner's heart to wound, 
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Precarious is this ſcene of things, 
Inconſtant as the wind : 

One boaſts this hour of what ere next 
In ſome ſtrange hand we find. 


| -  - oY 
To-morrow ſeldom ſhews that face 


Time's things to-day did wer: 


Two ſetting ſuns but rarely ſee 
Theſe in one ſhape appear. 


XIV. 


Midſt friends, the trueſt joy of lie, RYE 


To-day we may be bleſt; 
But from our fight, alas! how ſoon 
Death bears the welcome gueſt. 


h XV, 
At doors where friends did live we knock, 
But now a ſtranger greet : 
And at each threſhold thro? theſe ſtreets 
Some face unknown we meet, 


XVI. 
Around thoſe hearths, where mingling breaths 
Of friendſhip” s flame did glow, - 
We now perceive a chilling blaſt 
Of cold indiff 'rence blow. 


XVII. 
O time ! ſwift changes does thy wheel 
With ev'ry round ſtill bring : 
Each riſing ſun ſees ev'ry clime 
Of alterations ring. 
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XVII. 

If ev'ry wind each ſeaſon ſhakes 
The earth's moſt valued hope, 

In fields beyond- the blaſts of time 
PIl ſeek my future crop. 


a baba i babes fog — — 7. mn 


LIX. On ſeeing the winding Stream of a 
3 large River. | 


I, 
OWN, from the miſty mountain's feet 
The limpid current glides, 
And with a ſoft, unvarying pace, 
Along its channel rides, 


II. 
No eye beholds its lazy ſtream 
Sleep on its wat'ry bed; 


| Lee it thro” all its winding courſe 


With creeping footſteps tread. 
III. 


* 


ö Te tribute of its ſilver flood 


/ Rolls forward ev'ry hour; 
And nightly travels, till the ſtream 
Does in the ocean pour. 


Iv. : 
As from the foming, briny wave, 
The vapours ceaſeleſs riſe ; 


Which fill the flowing rivers Full, | 


From ciſterns of the ſkies : 
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V. 
Theſe grateful waters own the debt, 
And run with ſpeed to pay; 
And pleas'd, along their tedious courſe 
In ſoft meanders play. 


VI. 
O grateful ſtream! whoſe cryſtal face 
My thankleſs viſage ſhows ; 
At ev'ry view my red'ning cheek 
With ſpreading bluſhes glows. 


VII. 
My breath from Fountain of all life 
At life's firſt hour did ſpring; 
But ſlowly, ſlowly runs the ſtream | 
Which back to it I bring. me" 


VIII. 
Not like this conſtant running ſtream, 
Which murmurs at each ſtone, 
That ſtops its ſoftly- flowing flood 
To ocean running on. 


IX. 
At ſlow procraſtinating man 
Methinks I hear it chide, 
For loit'ring in th' important courſe, 
While it does always glide. 
* 
O may the ſtream of my deſires 
To Heav'n ſuch motion know, 
As theſe ſwift waters from the hills, 18 
Which to the ſea do flow. | 
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| XI. 
; Would it not ſeem each object round 
| Is taught mankind to chide, 
| And by their ever-conſtant courſe, 
Our lazineſs deride ? 


XII. 
Midſt fervors of reſplendent day. 
The ſun ſpeaks from his throne ; 
And loudly tells in reaſon's ear, | 
«© To-day will ſoon be gone.“ 


| | XIII. 

| Thoſe leſſer lights which Heav'n ordains 
'To journey thro' the ſky, 

Seem quickeſt at the midnight hour 
Their meaſur'd race to try. 


| XIV, 

| But hark a noiſe from this ſwift flood 
Diſturbs the air around; 

Sure, ſure the murmurs aim at me, 


Which theſe cold waters ſound. 
XV. 

*T was kind in Him, who to this ſtream 
So loud a tongue did lend, 

And to my unregarding heart 

| . Reproofs ſo often ſend. 

| } WL 

O ftream ! repine no more at me, 
Ceaſe, ceaſe from ſeeming ire; 

For in my ſoul moſt ſolemn thoughts 
Thy language does inſpire. 


——— r rer — 


| 


XVII. | 
Me on thy winding banks no more ul 


Shalt thou for ſloth reprove; Al 
I'll mind thy charge, and count it ſent = 
From the ſpring-head of love. 


XVIII. 

Wide is this ſchool, if man allow'd 
Himſelf to be but taught; 
Surrounding objects, great and ſmall, 
Are with inſtruction fraught. 
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LX. On paſſing by a ſtanding Lake. 


1. 

MOOTH is the face of yonder lake, | ' 

The whole would mirrors ſeem : 1 

Its waters ſlumber on their bed, | 
No breath diſturbs the ſtream. 


II. . 
While the wide oceans round our world EE I 
With fomy brine do flow; = 
This ſluggiſh baſon of a pool 1 
No motion ſeems to know. 


III. | 
Still from its thick, diſcolour'd face, 
The ſick'ning miſts ariſe ; 
From its dark boſom noxious fteams 
Aſcend towards the ſkies, 


p - P ” 1 . 232 ws 
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Nor aim one paſſing hour of life 
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1. 
Its idle waters hourly hurt 
The harmleſs people round: 
They ſpread a peſtilential fog 
O'er all the neighb'ring ground. 
. 
Juſt like this noĩſom ſtanding pool 
Sloth's ſons inactive lie; 
Forth from their lips on all around 
Do pois'ning ſlanders fly. 
VI. 
In ev'ry clime ſuch dreadful peſts 
Infect the ambient air; 
Midſt ev'ry haunt of buſy life 
Such drones too often are, 


VII. f 
With them this mortal ſtage is throng'd, 
Who on the actors gaze; 
But once to act their proper part 
Themfelves they cannot raiſe. 


VIII. 
Thick putrid vapours far and wide 
They by their breath inſpire; 
Their guileful lips emit a flame, 
Which ſets our world on fire. 


IX. 
Inglorious ſight ! to view the man 
In folly's lap lie ſtill; 


To do his Maker's will. 
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X. | 
Bluſh, bluſh, O man ! that thus thy head 
Beneath floth's cloke ſhould hide; 
And under her diſhonour'd roof 
The live-long day abide. 


XI. 
Why are your pow'rs to the ſtrong fort | 
Of indolence confin di ; 
Why ſhould the filken cords of eaſe | 
Your faculties thus bind? 


XII. 


Tis time from that ne bed g 
This inſtant to awake: 1 
And from th' entwining arms of floth | 
With reſolution break. | 
XIII. | x 

The fountain of thy ſlothful heart a g 
A noiſom lake will prove, | Fi 
Unleſs thy various ſluggiſh pow'rs 1 


With vigour learn to move. 


LXI. On feeing a Man ſowing bis Field. 4 
ile * ; | 1 

PREAD wide thine hand, induſtrious man, 3 

Be lib'ral to thy ground: 1 
With chearful and ungrudging heart - 


Throw forth thy ſeed around. 
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II, 
The foil, if hungry, back again 
A ſcanty crop will yield : 
Then with penurious handfuls now 
Starve not that fallow'd field. 


III. 
Doubtleſs thou hop'ſt that harveſt's morn 
Will ſoon upon thee ſmile; 
And with her plenteous ripen'd ears 
Pay thine expence and toil, 


IV, 
But look leſt tares ſhould lurk unſeen 
Amidſt this bearded prain : 
What kind you ſow, from harveſt's hand 
Expect the ſame again, 


v. 

Mind, mind, my ſoul, that ſoon to thee 
An autumn will draw nigh: 

Each hour with buſy hand thou ſow'ſt 
For an eternity. 


VI, 
Each wiſh that ſprings in field of thought 
Will on to harveſt grow : 
One whiſper dies not in the ground 
Which from the lips does flow. 


VII. 
The teeth of time thy various deeds 
May harrow down from view; 
But what's thus buried out of ſight, 
The day of doom will ſhew: 
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VIII. 
Large ſheaves of true immortal joy 
The juſt that morn ſhall bind ; 


Each pious breathing of deſire 
Full ears of bliſs will find, 


| IX, 
Black blaſted ears beyond the grave 
Will then be found to riſe : 
The crop, the curſed crop that ſprings 
From baneful ſeeds of vice, 


Thoſe words which thro? the fields of life 
In carelefs mood we ſpill, 

Are riſing faſt : no froſty air 
Will word or action kill. 


XI. 

What now we ſow ſurrounding worlds, 
When autumn comes, ſhall know 

It will appear, when with the ſcythe 
'The produce we muſt mow. 


XII. 
If now regardleſs midſt the mold, 
Thou caſt unſifted grain, 
Each tare increas'd a hundred fold 
Will fill thy hand again. : 


XIII. 
Mind, mind, O man! time's buſy hand 
Thy life is plowing faſt: 
And ſoon, ah ſeon ! of ſowing-time 
The ſeaſon will be paſt, 
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| xiv. 

Too late to ſow when all around 
Angels their ſickles grind; 
And when thoſe reapers ery aloud 

Their ſwelling ſheaves to bind. 


XV. 
Each ſquander'd hour of joy's full ears 
Will doubtleſs fink the tale: 
And from the ſheaves of future bliſs 
As many handfuls ſteal. 


XVI. 
Vouchſafe, O Gop, this field of mine 
With heav'nly ſeed to fill; 
And let ſupernal influence 
The tares unnumber'd kill! 


eee 


LXII. on ſeeing the Reapers beginning | 
Harveſt. 
1 | 
HE feed, wide o'er the furrows ſpread, 
Springs up midſt many a ſtorm, 
And daily ſhoots its ſtem aloft, 
Till the full ear ſhall form, 


I ; f 
Twixt vernal and autumnal morns 
Short ſummers intervene; 


The reapers after ſowing- time 
Within few months are feen, 
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III. 


Midſt winter's far- extended gloom 
We pant for ſummer's days; 

And hope an ample recompence 
From its enliv'ning rays. 


IV, 
Scarce with its kindly beams we're warm, 
Till it fteal from our view : 
Soon as fair harveſt ſhews its face, 
Kind ſummer bids adieu, 
V. 
Juſt thus the ſummer - days of life 
Midſt dreams we mortals ſpend; 
And ere we learn its ſcenes to prize, 
The ſeaſon 's at an end. 


VI. 
Why doſt thou, harveſt, from its throne 
So ſoon the ſummer chace; 
And, while we're doting on her charms, 
Each year uſurp her place? 
. VII 
Moſt welcome, welcome to our ſight, 
Wouldſt thou, O harveſt, prove ! j 
If glad'ning ſummer from our view | 
Thou didſt not too remove. 


VIII. 
Without thy ſheaves we winter's gloom 
Midſt pining want ſhould ſpend ; 
Thy fruitful ridges to her months 
A pleaſing colour lend, 
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IX. 
We joy to ſee thy yellow fields 
Preſent th' enriching crop; 
Still rip'ning with deſcending beams 
To crown the owner's hope. 
X. 
With the ſoft breeze they gently bend, 
And court the reaper's hand: 


Some drooping ears hang down the head, 
As wearied there to ſtand. 


XI. 
Theſe ſtalks were once but frozen blades, 
Late bound in icy chains: 
Deep buried under heaps of ſnow, 
When tempeſts ſwept the plains, 
X11, 
But yet the weather-beaten leaf 
Withſtood the raging blaſt ; 
And in the garner will be lodg'd, 
When ev'ry ſtorm is paſt, 
| XIII. 
Thus all the juſt, like theſe full ears, 
Hang down the head a while; 
Till fully ripen'd for the ſkies, 
They're carried from this ſoil. 
XIV. 

The reapers ſoon in ſhining bands 
Will gently cut them down ; 
From ev'ry ſtorm will hide their heads, 
And all their wiſhes crown. 
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LXIII. On ſeeing Symptoms of Winter. 


I, 


Nwelcome winter haſtens on, 
With ſurly brow looks round; 
The ſleeping ſtorms begin to wake, 
And in wild fury ſound. 


II, 


By winter's hand earth's beauteous fleece 
Is from her ſurface ſhorn ; 

And ſummer's many-colour'd robe 
Is from her ſhoulders torn, 


III. 
The angry north with baleful ire 
Has humbled nature's pride: 
Diſhonour'd much, ſhe ſits in tears, 
And has few charms to hide. 


IV, 
Late ſhe was deck'd in fair array, 
Her proſpe& chear'd my ſoul ; 
And ev'ry tongue in higheſt ſtrains 
Her beauties did extol. 


V. 
But ſoon this tranſient bloom did fade, i 


When winter's feet drew near; 
Her fineſt features in our eye 


Quite blaſted now appear. 
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VI. 
Juſt thus the pleaſing days of youth 
In joyleſs winter end: 
From the keen blaſts of gath'ring ſtorms 
No art can man defend. 


VII. 
With ſolemn voice will winter aſk 
What ſummer did provide : 
With many a cold and chilling blaſt 
The ſons of floth ſhe']l chide, 


VIII. 
Thus will the tongue of hoary age 
Youth to a reck'ning call 


For ſquander'd days: on our gray hairs 
The deepeſt blame will fall. 


IX. 
Unthinking man might leſſons find 
In changes of the year: 
Its haſty growth and quick decline, 
Juſt like his life appear. 
5 x. 
The circling year grows day by day 
Thro' all its youthful ſpring; 
Which to full ſtature ſummer's ſun 
With golden beams does bring. 


XI. 


But downward from her ſummer- bloom 
It droops with wintry age; 


And in few months at laſt arrives 


At the concluding ſtage. 


x11, Juſt 
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XII. 
Juſt thus by quick, advancing ſteps, 
Does man to prime ariſe ; 
And thence declining day by iy; 
In hoary winter dies, 
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LXIV. On ſeeing a Miſer with gray 
Hairs telling his Money. 


I, 
7 [S an unjoyous ſight to view 
This monſter of our kind ; 
Who no ambition ſeems to know, 
But gain, more gain, to find. 


os 
'Tis ſaid he oft” awakes the lark 
To her untimely ſong ; 
While thro' the dewy fields at morn 
He anxious creeps along. 


FER 
He from unkindly lumber ſtarts, 
And rubs his drowſy eyes : 
Still dreaming that the thief breaks thro? 
To where his treaſure lies, 


IV, 
Like as the bloody falcon ſpreads 
His tow'ring wings on high, 
That he the poor defenceleſs lark 
With greater eaſe may ſpy : 
| K 
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V. 

Thus o'er the helpleſs orphan's head 
TH unfeeling mortal ſoars; 
And how by guile to ſeize his right, 

Long ſleepleſs nights he pores. 


VI. 
Inſatiate hunger for more wealth 
Still gnaws his tortur'd mind: 
Search ev'ry chamber of his ſoul, 
No paſſion elſe you'll find. 


VII, 
Curs'd av'rice *gainſt all human kind 
His heart long fince did lock: 
Its leaves would not on hinges turn, 
Tho' mis'ry ſtill ſhould knock. 


VIII. , 

When ſleep's inchanting pow'rs have lull'd 
All nature round to reſt, 

Thick, riſing ſwarms of hov'ring fears 
The miſer's ſoul inſeſt. 


IX, 
To this bewitching idol, gold, 
He ftill a vot'ry proves; 
And his admired darling bags 
With his whole ſoul he loves. 


X, 
Who to the throne of heav'n's high King 
So bft his tribute ſends, 
As this 12 worldling at the ſhrine 
Of gold and filver bends? 
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O man! to reaſon quit all claim, 
Akin to worms you ſeem : 


Theſe reptiles, crawling ſtill in duſt, 


Your brethcen we may deem, 


XII. 
III does thy boſom lodge a ſoul, 
Poor is its daily fare, 
When {till thy darling bags demand 
Thy firſt and lateſt care. 


XIII. 

This choice ill ſuits theſe ſilver hairs 
That thinly ſtrow thine head: 
Tis more than time theſe grov'ling aims 
From thy ſtarv'd ſoul to weed. 


XIV. 
Say, canſt thou buy one hour's reprieve 
From death's deſtructive hand ? 
Will gold his awful ſummons ſtop, 
Or break his ebon wand. 


XV, 
Throw overboard this colour'd earth, 
Before you quit the ſhore ; 
Elſe muſt you fink in yonder gulf, 
Where fiery billows rore. 


XVI, 


Gold ſurely cannot prove a ſtock 
To your immortal part ; 


You'll drop it ſoon when death's fell ſtrokes 


Shall break the fainting heart. 
TEND of PART I. 
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I. On hearing one aſk what great Virtues 
were in Contentment. 


FAKE XONTENT MEN to the mind ſweet reſt 
© C $ does bring, 

Its thirſt it quenches at its coolin 
K 5 4 , 
Ambition's eager cravings it can ſtill, 
And its ſtrong appetite with little fill : 
With unaſpiring men it loves to dwell ; 
Ihe peaſant of its virtues beſt can tell. 
It breaks its faſt on the moſt humble fare; 
At the luxurious board it claims no ſhare : 
Where it reſides, few dainties load the board, 
It to one diſh a reliſh does afford : 
Beneath its roof we mortals fain would dwell, 
But miſs the road to her calm, humble cell, 
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We look to find it in the rooms of ſtate, 

And think we cannot miſs it 'mong the great : 
Miſtaken men account its taſte but mean, 

When moſt among the vulgar crowds 'tis ſeen, 
It to the beggar richeſt chear does ſend, 

And to his ſtate his mind does gently bend : 
That houſe is happy where it makes its bed, 
And on whoſe floor its eaſy footſteps tread. 

The owner's bleſt, tho' on green herbs he ſup, 
And tho' cool ſprings ſupply his humble cup. 
Tis not in thrones to give what it can yield; 
Gainſt diſcontent e' en crowns can prove no ſnield. 
Peruvian mines its riches cannot buy, 

Nor need we jewels for its virtues weigh: 

Could gold or ſilver its perfumes have bought, 
The fartheſt Indies had been better ſought. 

"Tis ſtill the choiceſt flow'r in life that grows, 
The ſweeteſt bud that in its garden blows: 

Sour and unpalatable proves the draught, 

When with its juice the cup is never fraught. 

In ſpacious domes on carpets many tread, 

Tho' at their board contentment's never fed. 
Tho' to the juſt the meaſure 's not preſ#d down, 
Yet ſtill contentment does their little crown : | 
Tho! to their wiſh Heav'n plenty may deny, = 
Yet what is better 's granted from on high: 
Altho' your oil the rock ſhould ne'er diſtil, 

Nor the red vintage foming veſſels fill; 

Tho' from the flock no fatling ſhould be led, 
Or from the berd for you no bullock bled ; 
You day by day live on far richer chear, 
From diſcontentment ſtill your minds are clear: 
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*Midſt your green herbs far ſweeter ſauce runs 
round, 

Than on ſome loaded ſideboards can be found: 

Tho' in your vacant ſtall no heifer low, 

Or o'er your pail no milky ſtream ſhould flow : 

For this dry morſels need not touch your lip, 

You in contentment's ſweets your bread may dip. 

Tho' no embroider'd robes behind you flow, 

Or change of ſuits you o'er your ſhoulders throw; 

A ſober gray your back from blaſts will ſcreen, 

And on your brow no diſcontent is ſeen : 

Ev'n thoſe who fit on plenty's downy knee, 

From heavy loads of care are ſeldom free; 

'Tho' from the board of affluence they eat, 

They ſeldom find high reliſh in their meat. 

Ye ſons of wealth, who hoard your golden ſtore, 

Yet in your minds feel growing thirſt for more, 

Haſte to that market where contentment's ſold, 

And for its purchaſe barter half your gold. 

None from the mines this treaſure fetches home, 

Nor from high-ſounding titles will it come : 

Its ſeed in minds a hand divine muſt ſow, 

And Heav'n's ſoft dews muſt cauſe that os. to 
grow : 

This crop alone the ſoul with bliſs can fill, 

From it delight in plenty will diſtil. 

To be content, nor wealth nor fame's the road, 

Nor can priz'd honour point to its abode : 

By Heav'n's ſure conduct to that port we run, 

And all the waves of diſcontentment ſhun, 
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II. On bearing a Man ſtirring up Strife. 


Hateful trade] an art which fiends inſpire, 
Which en' mies to the Gop of peace acquire, 
How baſe |! how baſe! this coal ſo oft to blow, 
And on the riſing flame freſh oil to throw ? 

In embers of diſcord why doſt thou rake, 

And theſe red ſparks of kindling hate awake ? 
To eaſe the fiends thou ſeem'ſt to take this toil, 
When thy foul breath makes this hot malice boil. 
No fiend could better ſerve the devil's turn, 
Than thou who cauſeſt flames of ſtrife to burn. 
This is their joy, ſuch joy as fiends can know, 
When thy foul breath does ſmother'd hatred blow : 
Thou ſpurreſt on theſe paſſions into rage, 
Which with weak reaſon cruel war will wage ; 
Far better to the brim thy pitcher fill, 

That on theſe embers thou the whole might ſpill. 
Didſt thou obſerve thy neighbour's roof to gleam, 
Would not thy hand beſtow the quenching ſtream; 
Or with inceſſant toil the engine play, 

And lend thy aid the ſpreading flames t' allay ? 
Then canſt thou in his boſom feed this fire, 
And thro' his ſoul caſt flakes of curſed ire? 

Far rather let his houſe to aſhes turn, 

And in one maſs his gold and ſilver burn: 

He for his head would other ſhelter find, 

But hate his ſoul in laſting chains may bind, 

To tune theſe jarring ſtrings far better try, 

And turn their hearts to mutual harmony, 
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This place of concord now aloud ſhould ring, 

And in their ears thou notes of peace ſhouldf ling : 

Still on this key angelic voices dwell, 

When they with golden harps the concert ſwell : 

Earth with ſeraphic airs did once reſound, 

Then peace, ſweet peace, did ſoftly breathe around. 

Yea, the bleſt Heir of Heav'n's eternal crown, 

To buy man's peace from feraphs ſongs came 
down, 

When nought beſide could quench Almighty ire, 

He pour'd his blood upon the vengeful fire: 

None to his throne their loud hoſannas ſend, 

Nor long on earth to fee dire quarrels end. 

For this the juſt to Heav'n as ſuppliants go, 

While pray'rs and tears from lips and eyes do 
flow: 

Peace and good-will is muſic to the ear, 

Except to fiends, and who their image bear. 

And doſt thou trace thy pedigree from hell, 

And by this ſtrife thy dire extraction tell? 

If of Heav'n's peace thy ſoul the taſte had known, 

Theſe coals had never by thy breath been blown, 

In wounds of bleeding peace the balm ſtil] pour, 

O'er kindling ftrife, the quenching ſtream till 
ſhow'r : 

If in thy view diſcord's black billows rage, 

Toil all thou canſt the torrent to aſſuage. 
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III. On ſeeing a Man in a Rage of Anger. 


AN anger thus diſtemper all the mind; 

And reaſon's pow'rs in iron fetters bind? 
In the fool's boſom let it ever reſt, 
Nor with its ſmoke another's breaſt infeſt. 
Yet of this foe who can the conqueſt boaſt, 
Or by its kindling ſtorms is never toſt ? 
See yonder mortal by its tempeſt blown, 
And feeble reaſon from its ſeat o erthrown; 
In ſterneſt frowns his gather'd brows are knit, 
And on his temples fury ſeems to fit : 
A boiſt'rous rage now ſparkles from his eye, 
And on his foe the flaſues ſeem to fly : 
The quiv'ring lips infernal paſſions ſhake, 
While from his tongue but half-form'd accents. 

break: 

Now at the helm his reaſon cannot ſteer, 
Till theſe dark miſts of indignation clear. 
His veſſel now's the ſport of wind and tide, 
And on theſe waves at random ſeems to ride, 
To what a ferment has he wrought his mind, 
Which by his reaſon will not be gonfin'd ! 
Nor is it ſoon theſe muddy waters clear, 
Or the calm'd pow'rs an even ſurface wear : 
He from his guide of fober reaſon's fled, 
By paſſion's hand he chooſes to be led, 
To reafon's hand the golden reins reſtore, 
And let thy paſſions govern thee no more: 


K 5 


+ «ad — 


_ — : . 1 — WIE — — : — - — — — — 
* "WT. * * - 6 * . , 1 N $ E IS een — — 2 — — — — EY - - : 
— A >: a 
* — . r * wo = 
—— 3 N | - - = — Ox” — S424 EZ, g — 
* Iwo odd oo ao - i 7 oo _—— 2 2 7⁵1—wͥ2 ot 1 4-0 * * a *. * — 0 2 — — - — . — 
| —_ * = * 1 P 2 a> 4 2 * — 4 1 D. 4 . 8 = = ;, — 2 * = 2 oy af 2 | \ — *» of — by. _ = 
* ele — —— ; E Wor en? mL; 7 | 9234 * af 2 . — p _— - — * i 


202 NATURE SPIRITUALISED, in a 


Without delay back to thyſelf return, 

Nor let thy mind with flames of anger burn, 
What tho' diſaſters often thwart thy will, 

Muſt thou thy mouth with ſuch mad ravings fill? 
Tho' diſmal news thy frighted ear ſhould ſtun, 
Why from thyſelf ſhouldſt thou attempt to run ? 
When rude inſults the fretted boſom gall, 

Or inſolence from lips of pride does fall, 

Man to the houſe of patience ſhould aſcend, 
And hide his head till the rough tempeſt end. 
Sure ev'ry man with wrongs may count to meet, 
And inſults oft'ner than a friend will greet, 
Who for another's fault himſelf will tear, 
And ſcourges, due to foes, ſtill patient bear ? 
Thou on thyſelf thus dire revenge doſt take, 
And on thy mind thy keeneſt ire doſt wreak. 

If hence the arm of pride thy head ſhall ſmite, 
Let not the teeth of rage thine heart-ſtrings bite, 
Truſt not thy mind where hifling ſparks do fly ; 
To ſmother anger all thy ſkill apply : 

Each day throw water on thy riſing pride, 

And quenching ſtreams againſt thy need provide: 
To ſchool of patience lead thy haughty mind, 
With reaſon's ſilken cords thy paſſions bind ; 
When angry flames weak reaſon's ſtrength defy, 
For ſtreams of Heav'n's ſupernal grace apply. 
Our Gop will quench the flaming orbs on high; 
If he but breathe, thine ire muſt inſtant die, 
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IV. On bearing a Man flattering his 
Neighbour. 


OUL fatt'ry with falſe muſic fills the ears, 
Home to the heart its ſound rank poiſon bears. 
With its bewitching breath the boſom ſwells, 
And oft” the look its baneful influence tells: 
Th' inchanting ſong does ſoon the man transform, 
And ſwells to monſtrous ſize the haughty worm. 
Man's ſlumb'ring pride it wakes from deepeſt ſleep, 
And pride with flatt'ry does its revels keep. 
Cut down this plant, and pride will ſoon grow 
lean ; 
In fields of flatt'ry ſhe her bread does glean : 
*Tis vain to hope this curſed root will die, 
When flatt'ry's ſhow'rs freſh moiſture will ſupply. 
What human heart *gainſt flatt'ry's dart is proof? 
Who from her tempting ſnares {till ſtands aloof ? 
To bait her hook is an inglorious trade; 
*Tis wicked on the plains her toils to ſpread. 
Yet this, O man! is thy ill-judg'd employ ; 
Theſe notes of thine are ſuited to deſtroy, 
Why in his ear pour'ſt thou this flatt'ring tale ? 
Wilt thou not ſoon his faults as loud reveal ? 
When thu. in oil thou try'ſt thy tongue to dip, 
And mak'ſt his praite dwell long upon thy lip, 
'T were juiter far his darker ſide to ſpy, 
And place each blemiſh full before his eye. 
Tho' plait: reproof be but a chilling ſound, 
Who deals it oft” the real friend is found. 
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See flatt'ry ſtill in coward boſoms dwell, 

Who only to your face your virtues tell ; 

Tho' in your ear to-day they ſpeak you fair, 

Loud cenſure in your abſence they'll not ſpare : 

Still in one houſe deceit and flatt'ry haunt, 

"Tis the baſe traffic of the ſons of want. 

Let not your ear imbibe this horrid ſound, - 

Nor in your houſe a flatt'rer &er be found: 

When of true friends you would make up -your 
roll, 

Know friendſhip ſcorns the falſe and flatt'ring ſoul. 

True, at your board the flatt'rer's love ſeems ſtrong z 

'Tis there he whiſtles his inchanting ſong : 

Deny thy meat, and the blaze quick decays, 

And he's the friend who next day's feaſt defrays. 

Your fame's {till freſh juſt while the meal does 
i 

Then muſt it fade, for friendſhip's height is paſt : 

He round your hearth his fulſome incenſe burns, 

And for this office to ſome other turns, 

Your noftrils *gainſt the ſmoky vapour cloſe, 

For o'er the brain it quick deception throws : 

His breath you'll find from ev'ry point can blow, 

And ſacred truth his tongue did never know. 

A cloke of vile hypocriſy he wears, 

Tho' his ſmooth brow the ſtamp of friendſhip 
bears. | 

Tho' long expert in each enſnaring wile, 

He finds this art the ſureſt to beguile. 
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V. On bearing one accuſed of ſeeking too 
 earneſily the Applauſe of Men. 


RAIL man's applauſe is an inconſtant blaſt, 
Within few fetting ſuns the gale is paſt : 
The breath of fools ſtill raiſe this ſhifting wind, 
And round the man of worth *tis rare to find, 
With it his humble ſails but ſeldom ſwell, 
And of its adverſe blaſts he much can tell : 
Who ſteers his courſe by virtue's ſteady laws, 
Will not turn beggar for a man's applauſe. 
For this poor alms great numbers plead in vain, 
Who ſcarce one ſcanty morſel can obtain, 
Before the crowd grant the vain man's defire, 
His ſupple knees with conſtant bendings tire 
And, tho' gain'd o'er to puff aloft his fame, 
When the wind ſhifts, they'll louder ſound his 
ſhame; : 
His praiſes on the lip ſoon, ſoon will ceaſe, 
And the loud throat is wearied into peace : 
Some ſuppler knee the public voice may buy, 
And to the rabble for their breath apply : 
That hour their former minion is forgot, 
On ſome new idol they as fickly dote. 
Seldom the crowd dwells long on the ſame ftring, 
Their judgment hovers ſtill on fancy's wing: 
Who for their ſmoky incenſe once would bend, 
Or on their alms for happineſs depend ? 
That name 's ſhort-liv'd a rabble can beftow, 
And but few hours his tide of fame ſhall flow: 
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No ſecond flood ſhall thro' theſe channels riſe, 

There's no revival if his fame once dies : 

That flimſy garb is never cheaply bought, 

Which in the loom of pop'lar fancy 's wrought. 

Who feels to-day fame's fragrance round him 
ſpread, 

May weep the next ; the 1 odour fled: 

Of cenſure's noiſom guſts his noſtrils ſmell, 

And much of mens vague humours may he tell, 


Ye ſons of men | theſe fleeting joys deſpiſe, 
And ſeek that fame which blooms above the ſkies, 
Court his applauſe whoſe ſcales your ſouls muſt try, 
And moſt applauded worth again will weigh : 
The world's falſe verdict ſoon he will repeal, 

And with impartial lips applauſe. will deal. 

His laurel-wreaths beneath no noon ſhall fade, 
And cenſure's hee] on worth no more ſhall tread, 
Who ſeek his praiſe ſhall have a laſting name, 
While others ſink beneath a load of ſhame; 
Mourning for ever that their names are dead, 
And all their worſhipping admirers fled, 


N SO SO Rb SAL SAL AER 


VI. On bearing 2 Man ſay be could never 
forgive an Enemy, 


ND muſt this inſult never be forgot ? 
It from thy records wilt thou never blot ? 
On tables of thy mind *tis graven ſure, 
If on their leaves this wrong muſt ſlill endure, 
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Say, will thy flinty boſom ne'er relent ? 

And at no ſeaſon give its venom vent ? 

What fiend accurs'd has temper'd thus thy mind ? 

And made thee unforgiving to thy kind ? 

Within thy breaſt muſt hate unceaſing burn, 

And never will its coals to cinders turn ? 

Fierce are theſe flames which blaze unquench'd for 
ay, 

Where cool forgiveneſs can't its fury ſtay, 

Scorch'd is that heart where theſe hot lees do boil, 

And where the mind froths o'er with ſcalding oil : 

From off the tables of thy mem'ry clean 

Theſe num'rous wrongs which on its leaves are ſeen, 

Tho' from your neighbour's hand this wrong you 
met, 

To him forgiveneſs is your only debt : 

Perhaps he at a venture bent his bow, 

When his raſh cenſure pierc'd your boſom thro? : 

Who knows, his breaſt for this his folly akes, 

And keen remorſe within his ſoul awakes ; 

In friendſhip's mold his mind may yet be caſt, 

Love may blaze ſtronger for the hatred paſt : 

In the forgetful waters waſh your hands, 

And join anew in friendſhip's ſacred bands, | 

Tho' with revengeful teeth you bite this foe, - 

And back at him ſome ſharper taunt do throw, 4 

The joy of ſweet revenge will ſoon take wing, 

In your own breaſt fierce hate will dart its ſting, 

If Heay'n to you juſt vengeance ſhould repay, 

Red indignation round your head would play : 

Should it your crimes in laſting lines record, 

And thus requite for treaſons *gainft your LoRD, 
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With its revenges you would ceaſeleſs pine, 


And bands of forrow all your frame entwine: 
Tis one of Heav'n's eſtabliſh'd ſtandard laws, 
To judge your own, as you'd another's cauſe. 
Till theſe fierce embers of your malice die, 

He will not blot your crimſon crimes on high. 
Deep in the grave let all theſe inj'ries rot, 

Be they from hence eternally forgot : 

Let love ſtill hold th' aſcendant in thy ſoul, 
And ev'ry ſpark of riſing hate contro], 

Why cheriſh malice, that curs'd brood of hell ? 
Where reaſon lodges, it ſhould never dwell : 
Cool reaſon muſt the very thought diſclaim, 
And of revenge abhor to hear the name, 
Whoſe heart with ever-boiling hatred flames, 
With hell, and not with heav'n, a kindred claims. 
Who e'er inhabited the realms of love, 

That here to foes did unforgiving prove ? 

The gates, that on their golden hinges turn, 
Exclude the wretch where flames of malice burn. 
The choirs, whoſe breaſts with love ſeraphic glow, 
Who round Gop's throne in adorations bow, 
At ſuch a ſight their anthems ſoon would ſtop, 
Their golden harps would in that inſtant drop : 
Revengeful breath would blaſt e'en paradiſe, 
And ſhed a dire infection thro' the ſkies, 
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VII. On ſeeing a Man that haſted to be 
rich, 


OME bury deep their very ſouls in ore, 
And ſeem enchanted with their yellow ſtore; 
Yet to its beauties ſome are ever blind, 
And in its treaſures no delight can find, 
What wondrous bliſs, O gold ! canſt thou beſtow, 
That till for thee ſo many boſoms glow ? 
Fame rings of cures which thou for man haſt 
wrought, | 
And of the woes thou on his head haſt brought. 
Say, miſer, by thy gold how great thy gain! 
What are the joys attendant in thy train ? 
When the fell teeth of pain begin to gnaw, 
Can gold, I pray you, break its iron jaw ? 
Will it the aking limb to eaſe reſtore ? 
And is thy conftant remedy the ore? 
Does it at once the troubled mind compoſe ? 
And all at once extinguiſh piercing woes ? 
When the dear youth from thy embrace is torn, 
Does death for gold ſurrender thy firſt-born ? 
Will he for gold his fatal dart recal ? 
Or reimburſe your life when down you fall ? 
How then comes gold ſuch mighty names to Jure, 
And with what ſnares does it make captives ſure ? 
Men may with gold high-ſounding titles buy, 
On wings it lends ſome for a while may fly. 
Fine gold for flatt'rers breath may pay the hire, 
And fland'rers lips with mildeſt ſounds inſpire : 
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Theſe will your num'rous virtues cry aloud, 

And ſoon convert your ev'ry vice to good 
They'll fix good deeds you hate upon your name, 
And free your groſſeſt blemiſhes from ſhame. 

A ſneaking crowd around your board may throng, 
And ſwear you're right when ev'ry word is wrong. 
Gold under foot may coſtly carpets ſpread, 

And with rich tapeſtry adorn your bed : 

Gold ſoon will gain you ſplendid rooms of ſtate, 
And load your ſhelves with rows of coſtly plate, 
For gold nought will the ſons of trade deny; 
Few things beneath the ſun but gold will buy, 
Who to his houſe a friend for gold can bring, 
That to his ear harſh notes of truth will ſing ? 
For gold can pureſt honeſty be bought ; 

Or truth in mines of richeſt ore be ſought ? 
Nothing of real worth can gold beſtow, 

Nor at its ſhrine will virtue ever bow. 

Why ſhould it then always ingroſs thy mind, 
And ev'ry pow'r in laviſh fetters bind! 

Who 'midſt fine gold does true contentment ſpy ? 
This precious ore earth's mines cannot ſupply, 
This is a purchaſe higher pric'd than gold, 

For which all Ophir's mines in vain are ſold. 
The worth of gold ere long will be cry'd down, 
When all its charms of no account are known. 
Haſte, break the cords it binds around your heart, 
An hour is fix'd for gold and you to part : 

To yonder bliſsful climes tranſport your ſtore z 
In charity beſtow your golden ore. 
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VIII. On bearing a young Man called a 
Rake, 


N pleaſure's race ſome years he now has been, 
And the dear goal is panting hard to win. 
Frail reaſon's joys he thinks too weak and cool, 
Who her ſtale dictates heeds, he thinks a fool. 
By her reſtraints he lothes to be confin'd ; 
She in her chains ſome narrow ſouls may bind; 
But he, who of a freer ſoul can boaſt, 
Of pleaſures gen'rous wine may bear the coſt. 
Who that has ſpirit could himſelf incloſe 
Within the circle reaſon round him throws ? 
Fam'd pleaſure of his life's the chearing wine, 
And ſhould it ſour, the man would inſtant pine, 
With the mad rout he thoughtleſs ſpends his hours, 
And down his throat th' intoxication pours : 
In riot's bowl the midnight hour does drown ; 
Which now becomes the man of pleaſure's noon. 
From ſcene to ſcene of madneſs now he roves, 
Till he to reaſon quite a ſtranger proves; 
He from his brow has dropt her dazzling crown, 
And in the arms of ſlumber muſt lie down: 
Diſtemper'd fancy now uſurps the ſway, 
The mind aloft on folly's wings makes way; 
Then when the ſun thro? half the ſky has ſped, 
He from his pillow lifts his aking head: 
Is this the preference, O man, you boaſt ? 
And this the purchaſe made at ſuch a coſt ? 
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Is 't this bewitching hag on which you dote ? 

And for whoſe charms the face of night you blot ? 

Say, what's the price ſhe pays you in return, 

Who for fam'd pleaſure thus with ardour burn ? 

Is 't for ſuch fare you this high reck'ning pay, 

As honour, wealth and fame, in pledge to lay ? 

This is a life frail reaſon muſt diſclaim z 

A life which does the human nature ſhame. 

*T'is bold in ſuch the ſtile of man to bear, 

And on their brows the ſigns of reaſon wear : 

They rather with the ſtall ſhould kindred claim, 

From brothers of the herd adopt a name. 

Who his diſgrace at ſuch expence would buy, 

And 'midſt remorſe, keen achs and cramps, would 
lie ? 

Who from the paths of virtue would retire, 

To plunge ſo deep in that polluting mire ? 

When to thyſelf, O man ! wilt thou return, 

And bid clear reaſon in thy boſom burn ? 

Haſte, for your footſteps ſtand on danger's brink, 

And may too ſoon to final ruin fink, 

Waſt thou for this caſt in ſo fine a mold, 

That thy neat veſſel theſe foul dregs might hold! 

The ſtall- fed ox of ſuch can hold his fill, 

And has ſuch banquets hourly at his will. 

Far ſweeter drink may you from virtue brew, 

Much fairer proſpects can ſhe ſpread to view: 

Nor will ſhe force you nightly thus to toi], 

Tis far from drudging-work to plow her ſoil, 

Far other ſeed than this ſhe gives to ſow, 

And fuller ears o'er all her ridges grow: 

Then, when the ſcanty crop of vice is ſhorn, 

Big golden ears her waving fields adorn. 
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Hence vice, O man! and all her ſlaves diſdain ; 
Why ſhould you — with her ſervile train ? 

In her foul trough ſhe kneads you bitter bread, 
And nought provides whereon a ſoul may feed, 

In a cold place her drudges make their bed, 

And underneath their limbs no down is ſpread : 
Then when arriv'd life's dread departing day, 
You'll trembling go, while yet you dare not ſtay. 
No wages for your toil that hour is due, 

But frightful woes muſt riſe before your view. 
Tis thus at night that thoughtleſs rakes muſt fare, 
And dire remorſe at laſt is all their ſhare. 
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IX, On hearing a Man charged with reveal- 
ing a Secret of Importance. 


Heavy charge ! how could thy faithleſs mind 
Commit theſe ſecret whiſpers to the wind ? 
Was his chief treaſure in thy chamber laid, 
And has thy tongue th' important truſt betray d:? 
Did he the favour of that room intreat, 
And could his friend on him impoſe a cheat ? 
Why *gainſt ſuch goods didſt thou not lock the 
door, 
And in a ſurer place preſerve this ſtore ? 
When in thy mind he ſecrets huſh'd to fleep, 
Thou lock'dſt the door, and he the key did keep, 
And didſt thou dare that privy ſeal to break, 
Or the priz'd ſecret from its lumber wake ?- 
Didſt thou the key from *neath his pillow ſteal, 
And his hid treaſure to his foe reveal? 
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Might'ſt thou not rather at the midnight hour, 
Have from his charter-houſe unhing'd the door ? 
Thy veſſel's leak before that hour was known, 

In which this matter, friend, was made thine own : 
When tor your neighbour you your mind did lend, 
Why did you not that crazy pitcher mend? 

Why didſt not cement cloſe each gaping ſeam, 
Leſt it leak out the highly valued ftream ? 

By joint conſent *twas buried deep from view, 
You to that truſt avouch'd you would be true: 
But ere the ſecret in your mind was cold, 

You to your neighbours did the ſame unfold. 

It to the gaze of all around you ſpread, 

And ſolemn paction under foot did tread, 

O hollow ! hollow ! was thy truthleſs heart, 
When it gave vote to act ſo bale a part. 

'Think how his foul on that ſad morn did grieve, 


When thou ſweet friendſhip's ſacred laws didſt 
leave, 


O friendſhip ! friendſhip ! whither art thou fled ? 
How ſhall my footſteps to thy tent be led ? 

O for the friend whoſe lips his words makes ſure, 
And in whoſe breaſt my life would lie ſecure |! 
Whoſe heart is girded with ſtrong bands of love, 
Which by diſguſt will never leaky prove 

Who tho' our intimacies were to die, 

Our ſheaves of ſecrets never would untie ; 

Who to no ear my whiſpers will reveal, 

And from whoſe lips nor fraud nor force can ſteal. 
Yet tis but rare ſuch treaſure we can find, 
Or boaſt the friend with a well-bolted mind, 
There are who friendſhip's ſacred name profane, 
Whoſe minds with ſecrets feel a conſtant pain: 
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Fey hours within their ſouls can theſe be pent, 
Till they for eaſe muſt the whole matter vent. 
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X. On hearing a Man accuſed of groſs 
Ingratitude. 


LL of ingratitude the brand deteſt, 
Yet ſtill the hated thing does earth infeſt, 
O 'tis a black, infernal, ugly crime, 
As ever ſtain'd the ancient face of time! 
"Tis the foul birth of pride, in hell begot, 
A brat on which hell's fiends with fondneſs dote. 
Nor is it cloſe pent up in darkeſt night, 
*T'was long ago tranſlated to the light: 
In ev'ry clime it propagates its kind, 
Beneath each roof this monſter we ſhall find; 
"Tis ſtill at friends its deadly bow is bent, 
And to their breaſts the barbed arrow 's ſent ; 
For each good deed it hiſſes hate again, 
And pays each kindneſs with a cold diſdain : 
At Heav'n this hiſſing adder ſpits its ire, 
It nought but hatred ever can inſpire. 
Tho' the bleſt Gop ſhow'rs mercies hourly down, 
Ingratitude that debt will never on; 
And ſtill the more his free rich bleſſings flow, 
So much the more it counts that Gop its foe; 
"Tis ſad ingratitude ſhould taint our air, ; 
And more than men this pois'nous viper ſpare 
It, as the maſtiff foming mad wich rage, 
All mankind ſhould with one conſent engage: 
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But ſtrange ! at the noon-day it ſtalks abroad, 
And unpurſu'd beats the frequented road. 


The brow for this with ſhame but ſeldom glows; 


Contempt it never o'er the ſhoulder throws ; 
Low in the dungeon rarely does it pine, 

In outward ſplendor it will dare to ſhine. 

On carpets fine its footſteps daily tread, 

On ſofteſt down it often makes its bed : 
Beneath a peaſant's roof *twill find ſome fare; 
At the full banquet too it claims a ſhare, 
Foul is that neſt where this fell ſnake does brood, 
And where this imp of hell can find its food: 
And yet this viper in man's heart is found, 
Thro' ev'ry clime ungrateful deeds abound, 
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XI, On bearing one aſk what Advantage 
there is in ſtudying the Works 
of the Creation. 


AIR are the leaves of that broad-letter'd book, 

Whereon man's eye is privileg'd to look. 
What grand impreſſions, made by {kill divine, 
On ev'ry page what golden letters ſhine | 


To ev'ry clime the various leaves unfold ; 


Gop from no nation does its fight withhold. 

The rough-hewn peaſant in the ſchool untaught, 

May have his mind from hence with knowledge 
fraught ; | 

Few days he on the alphabet needs dwell, 


Or tire himſelf hard leſſons firſt to ſpell : 


The 
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The ſloweſt dunce may quickly learn to read, 

If the contents he with attention heed, 

By theſe fair lines the great Firſt-cauſe we know, 
Far better than from volumes writ below, 
At duſk of eve the letters fair appear, 

Yea, at the midnight hour the print is clear, 
The nations under morning's earlieſt ray, 
Or thoſe beneath the beams of ſetting day, 
May in this book of nature read at will, 

In languages that ſuit their various ſkill, 

In this grand ſcheme Gop only could ſucceed, 
To write a book which all the earth might read; 
A book which tells aloud in ev'ry line, | 
The ſkilful hand that wrote me is divine.“ 
Its ſtile is loſty, various and ſublime, 

To ſuit the taſte of ev'ry diff rent clime : 

A ſtudied plainneſs runs thro? ev'ry part, 

To bring it level to th' untutor'd heart. 

Tho' other lines with pompous grandeur ſwell, 
And of a Gop unnumber'd glories tell, 

No hand from eye of man this book can cloſe, 
Which to his mind important truths diſcloſe : 
Of its impreſſion Heav'n defray'd the coſt, 
And ſtill he's welcomeſt who reads it moſt, | —_ 
Notev'n from peaſants, while the plough they guide, i 
Will nature's Author his fair volume hide, i 
Its leſſons open while they tear the ſoil, 3 
Here learning faſt they may the hours beguile. 
Who then remains untaught in nature's ſchool, 
By juſteſt verdict muſt be ſtil'd a fool. 

No man uncenſur'd on this earth can tread, 
Who in this book declares he has not read. 
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What tho' his ſhelves large gilded folios load, 
Tho' of fam'd ſcience till he tread the road, 
Who with this volume never did begin, 
The heights of knowledge he will never win, 
Tho' on the true ſublime his authors dwell, 
Can theſe like truths with the Creator tell? 
Shall upſtart man ſuch awful truths indite, 
As Gop himſelf thro” theſe his works doth write? 
When the moſt High ſhall deign to pen the page, 
Man's deep attention it may ſure engage. 
Cloſe ſtudents *midſt ſeraphic choirs abound, 
Who on theſe pages poring oft are found. 
Twas by ſuch rudiments they firſt were taught, 
And till they find them with inſtruction fraught, 
Tho' learning ſtill within the bleſt abode, 
Amidſt theſe works they ſtudy much of Gop, 
Twas not for nought Gop printed all the ſky, 
And ſpread the volumes of his works on high : 
By theſe Himſelf he ſeems ſtill pointing out; 
Of his exiſtence theſe expel all doubt. 
Can man thro' all theſe wonders ſend his eye, 
And yet the glorious Architect deny? 
Who ſtudies here, meets God in ev'ry line, 
And views in each divine perfection's ſhine. 
All theſe his works, his attributes proclaim, 
And ſound thro' diſtant climes th' eternal name. 
This bright edition firſt to man was ſent, 
Ere inſpiration's ſacred page was lent 
Some clauſes here his comprehenſion bound, 
Nor to their bottom can his reaſon ſound : 
Angelic readers never read too cloſe, 
Some myſt'ries there not een the ſeraph knows, 
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The plaineſt chapters are preſcrib'd to man, 
Who only ſees the outlines of this plan, 

In ev'ry leſſon Gop for man deſign'd, 

Its meaning with ſhort ſtudy we may find. 

But when he meant to ſtop man's curious eye, 
Unravell'd myſteries are all we ſpy : 

They thro' each chapter proſecute one ſcheme, 
And dwell for ever on one bleſſed theme. 

Now, now 's the time theſe ſtudies hard to ply, 
And in deep ſecrets of this volume pry : 
Engrave its truths, O man ! upon thy mind, 
For in each page divinity you find. 


CCC 


XII. On bearing one expreſs Wonder at 
the Proſperity of wicked Men. 


; 

HY, why does Gop fo ſeldom plague 
his foes, 

While the ſaint's cup is fill'd with bitt'reſt woes? 

Reclin'd at eaſe on couch of health they lie, 

Nor does diſeaſe their limbs in fetters tie. 

They riſe to bathe in ſtreams of ſenſual joy, 

And lateſt hours in riot oft employ. 

If thro' remorſe their ſouls ſometimes do pine, 

They drowa the pangs in bowls of gen'rous wine; 

Into their gates her ſtore ſweet plenty brings, 

Into their mouth her choiceſt morſels flings: 

Their gainful fchemes kind Heay'n but ſeldom 

| breaks ; 

Their waving fields the ſtorm but rarely ſhakes ; 
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Their fatt'ning droves thro' richeſt paſtures ſtray, 
And fleecy flocks their owners richly pay: 
Their coffers fill from India's teeming mine, 
While ſparkling diamonds on their fingers ſhine : 
A proſp'rous gale full in their fails does blow, 
And fav'ring tides around their veſſels flow. 
Say, why does He who bids the thunders rore, 
And keeps his bolts pil'd up in endleſs ſtore, 
Allow his bow ever to lie unbent, 

And keep his lightnings in their priſon pent ? 
Has juſtice on the fiends ſpent all its ire, 

In ſulph'rous flames exhauſted all its fire, 

That theſe his foes no waſting blaze conſumes, 
Or round their heads red indignation fumes ? 
Why at life's feaſt eat they the choiceſt fare, 

And of its ſweets imbibe the largeſt ſhare ? 

The anſwer's plain, They're not yet ripe in ill; 
Nor ſmites He till with crimes their cups they fill, 
Should the great Gop his foe ſeize by the throat, 
Juſt while his hands from the dread crime were hot, 
Ten thouſand harps had lain unſtrung above, 
And vacant manſions ſpread the realms of love. 
The Judge to his tribunal will deſcend, 

When ev'ry mortal ſhall his trial *tend : 

But in mid-ſcene he will no actor ſtop ; 

To prove the man, he gives each paſſion ſcope. 
He for full trial gives the largeſt room, 


Before his lips pronounce the final doom 
By bearing long, unnumber'd hearts are won, 
From coming wrath this ſpurs his foes to run: 


When ſtreaming mercies from on high do pour, 
The hardeſt ſoil is ſoften'd by the ſhow'r, 
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Tho' by this rain ſome weeds ſhould ranker ſpring, 
And on their heads men heavier wrath ſhould bring, 
Theſe tares muſt not be rooted from the ſoil, 
This the whole crop would to the Owner ſpoil ; 
Theſe from the grain the Owner never tears, 
Till ſharpen'd ſcythes mow down the golden ears. 
Should the red lightnings glance along the plain, 
And floods of ſulphur o'er the wicked rain ; 

Juſt and unjuſt beneath the ſtorm would ſink, 
And both alike of flaming wrath would drink. 
An injur'd Gop makes no ſuch haſte to ſtorm ; 
His adverſary man's a puny worm. 


He knows they from his juſtice cannot creep; 
In firmeſt durance earth his foes will keep: 
None from the ſolemn trial can eſcape, 

The world's ſtrong battlements they cannot leap z 
Therefore his juſtice walks with gentle pace, 
And lowly of its foes purſues the chace. 
Unmov'd Heav'n ſees the hour of men draw nigh, 
When in juſt ſcales their various deeds he'll weigh; 
Then hell will blaze the hotter by delay, 

Clouds long reſtrain'd will cauſe the darker day: 
With brighter colours then ſhall mercy glow, 
Thus on his juſtice hell no ſtain can throw; 
Tho' impious lips may Heav'n's procedure blame, - 
And ſpit bold cenſure at JerovAn's name, 

In pious minds let patience ſtill bear ſway, 

And all impatience day and night allay. 

Still leave the clearing of time's ſcenes to Gop, 
And at his pleaſure let him lift his rod, 
"Tis ſtrange that man his patience ſhould arraign, 
Or of his ſlumb' ring vengeance once complain: 
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Few maſters with their ſervants count each night, 
Or with each ſetting ſun put wrongs to right. 
And muſt our Gop ſtill from his throne deſcend, 
Theſe reckonings at cloſe of day to end? 
Tho' round this world diſorders may be ſeen, 


Thob until doomſday patience intervene, 


A day will dawn when juſtice muſt have room, 


And mercy leave the wicked to their doom: 


Then men will ſee why vengeance had no wings, 
And why the bow of juſtice wanted ſtrings. 
Bright beams of. glory ſhall adorn that day, 
And rays of matchleſs wiſdom round it play: 
Then patience ſhall with higheſt luftre ſhine, 
And wreathing ſplendor round its brows fall | 
twine; | 
The reins to juſtice then will Gov ae 
When the laſt trump re time no more. 
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XIII. on es a very aged Man hots” | 
his Bread at a rich Man's Gate. 


HESE locks grown white with fourſcore 
| winters ſnow, 
Seem to the laſt life's ſharpeſt griefs to know : 
Long has fell mis'ry his companion been, 
And dire diſtreſs at his bed-ſide been ſeen ; 
In woe's ſour cup he dips his bitter bread, 
Of cares lays ſtill a bundle *neath his head. 
From door to door his weary footſteps tread, 
On others alms he's unrepining fed; 
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Vea, at the gate he oft unheeded knocks, 
While the roof's edge drops o'er his hoary locks. 


Tir'd of the ſcene, fain would he quit the ſtage, 
And yield his place to thoſe of greener age; 
Each year his hairs in deeper gray ate dipt, 

And all his joys by hoary froſts are nipt. 
His trembling limbs ſcarce can his frame ſuſtain 
Theſe bending ſhoulders ſtoop to earth again: 
Down in the grave he longs his head to lay, 
And cloſe his eyes on ſublunary day. 
Some from th' Almighty draw a joyleſs lot, 
Each tent ſtands not on a like beauteous ſpot ; 
He in unequal ſcales his gifts does lay, 
From half mankind fair plenty haſtes away. 
But *tis unjuſt on Heav'n to throw this blame, 
And pour bold cenſure on JEHovan's name; 
In ev'ry clime his bounty loads the ground, 
On friends and foes his gifts he ſcatters round. 
'Tho' thouſands oft do make complaint of want, 
Tis not becauſe he plenty does not grant: 
From worldlings rather ſprings this common ill, 
Who ſtop his goodneſs, and their coffers fill; 
Theſe meet his bounties half-way on the road, 
Ere in their courſe they to the needy flow'd. 1 
Intemperance down its throat pours in one hour 5 
What 'neath a hundred roofs would plenty ſhowr. 
The flowing bowl *midſt one debauch will ſpill, | 
What would a many thirſty creatures fill. 1 
Some charge their glaſſes high with coſtlieſt wine, i 1 
Tho' crowds around with thirſt and hunger pine: fi 
Beneath their feet they coſtly carpets ſpread, 69 
While age with rags midſt winter- ſtorms is clad. 11 
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Would curſed pride ſuperfluous pomp deny, 

'To all abundance earth would ſoon ſupply. 
Should bold oppreſſion break its iron rod, 

'The ſweets of competence would ſpread abroad. 
Did men the wants of reaſon only heed, 

Then drooping age need never beg its bread. 
Would ſweet compaſſion to man's breaſt return, 
But few of mankind would have cauſe to mourn : 
Did ſhe from windows of the breaſt eſpy 

That rev'rend head to her wide gate draw nigh, 
His brow of ſtorms no more ſhould feel the rage, 
Nor longer he with pinching want engage. 

Earth feels ſad woes ſince kind compaſſion 's fled, 
And cold indiff*rence ſways us in her ſtead : 

Our hearts for others griefs but ſeldom ake, 
Another's pains our ſlumbers rarely break. 
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XIV. On bearing a Clock ſtrike. 


HAT lips were thoſe that utter'd this 
ſhrill ſound ? 


- Can in dead matter ſuch a voice be found ? 


What band thy mouth with ſuch a tongue did fill ? 
Or fram'd thy throat to ſpeak thy words ſo ſhrill ? 
»Tis rare that art her ſkill ſo well applies, 

To teach weak reaſon few efforts it tries. 

The clock ſtands monitor at reaſon's ear, 

And n bids it ſolemn lectures hear: 

At ev'ry pulſe ſhe puſhes time away, 


And with quick motions ſoon conſumes the day. 
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It never lets the feet of time ſtand ſtill, 

But laſhes on the moments at its will : 

When nature tir'd at midnight ſeems to ſleep, 

An equal pace the clock does nightly keep; _ 

Midſt drifting ſnows time 's held upon the wing, 

Each hour the air loud of its flight doth ring. 

Theſe hands point out the moments as they fly, 

And teach frail man his proper work to ply. 

No lazy wheel needs ſpurring | into ſpeed, 

They till untir'd their various motions heed, 

Betwixt life's riſing and its ſetting ſun, 

The clock till counts the hours juſt as they run; 

And loudly warns, in a becoming tone, 

Soon as the paſling hour is well-nigh gone. 

But, O! its tongue ſounds a moſt piercing knell, 

And does to mortals awful tidings tell ! 

It ſpeaks important words in reaſon's ear, 

He's wiſe who can its language duly hear. 

The ſons of ſloth methinks J hear it chide, 

Nor from their ſight their waſte of time will hide. 

If riot nightly rude cabals ſhall hold. 

Their madneſs hourly by the clock is told. 

Whoever does this ſpeaking wonder buy, 

Still gets a tongue gainſt ſloth aloud to cry. 

Who hears her voice, or ſees her trembling hands, - BY 

Receives her ſharp and frequent reprimands: LE 

The man that's wiſe no other ſpur will need, 

He waſte of time will by her warnings dread. 

Fools ſometimes think her tongue was hung for 
nought, | 

And for mean purpoſe into form was wrought ; - 

But wiſdom knows the language of that bell, 

What weighty tidings _ in ev'ry knell, 
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And ſhocking ſcenes of flaughter ſoon begin. 
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At bidding ſhe can periſh'd hours repeat; 


Her of the number rarely will you cheat. 


Each paſſing hour the clock to you has told 
The toy of doom Will to your ear unfold, 
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XV. On als a Deſcription of the Ballle 
of Minden. 


ITH war's alarms the morn of Minden 
rang, 

Each heart beat high at the trump's dreadful clang : 

The wide-extended lines with riſing day, 

By war's dire laws ſoon form'd in bright array. 

Solemn and flow they ſtept to meet their fate, 

And on the dreadful brink impatient wait. 

The roring cannon ſound with loudeſt din, 


Eloſe to the charge embattled ſquadrons pour, 
While o'er the field reſounding thunders rore : 
On ev'ry fide the beamy falchions ring, 

Lanc'd by the ſpear blood pours its purple ſpring. 
War's horrid jaws gape with deſtructive ire, 
And ſpout out flaſhes of tremendous fire. 

Full in the tenipeſt's dread devouring flame 
Undaunted legions court immortal fame. 


Mow'd from their ranks the foremoſt champions 
lie, 
But hearts as bold the op'ning breach ſupply: 
Around the ſtandard of their prince they throng, 
Nor ſpare their blood to right their country's wrong. 
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Fir'd with its love each feels his boſom burn, 
Till from the field he force her foes to turn : 
The thirſty blades imbibe the crimſon flood, 
And ev ry arm is reeking red with blood, 

No tim'rous wretch falls by diſhoneſt wound, 
Nor daſtard Briton ſtains the crimſon'd ground; 
Yet with rich blood they fatten. 4:nder's ſoil, | 
And fink to reſt from war's unjoyous toll : 

In quarrel of their native land they bled, 

And lay in honour's cold triumphant bed. 
Fearleſs the reſt on yielding legions ruſh, 

Home to the hearts of foes their ſwords they puſh, 
Of furious war they dauntleſs ſtand the heat, 
The Gallic ſquadrons from the field retreat: 
Theſe turn their backs inglorious from the field, 
And to victorious Br:ti/h. heroes yield. 

Now twice two thouſand ſtrew the bloody plain, 
Who 'gainſt fair Albion ne'er will fight again. 
By Britain's thunder they reſign'd their breath, 
While others welter in the pangs of death; 

And 'midſt their writhing tortures bite the ground, 
Nor can their ſouls yet iſſue thro' the wound. 


There many a hero ſwims in purple gore, 
Whoſe footſteps from the battle turn no more: 
The air is pierc'd with ſtrong heart-rending cries, 
Yet cruel death from their embraces flies, 

Thoꝰ burning drought their vitals ſeems to fry, 
No quenching ſtream or cooling ſpring is nigh: 
No friendly hand the bleeding temples dries, 
No finger-'s ſtretch'd to cloſe. the ſetting eyes; _ 
The anxious parents for glad tidings wait, 
And long to meet their darlings at their gate. 
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But never, never muſt the youths return, 

While they with unavailing tears do mourn. 
The widow'd ſpouſe begins the couch to ſpread, 
With careful hands makes the once bridal bed; 
Nor knows that death has her lov'd partner ſlain, 
Who to her arms muſt ne'er return again. 

The fire no more his firſt- born muſt embrace, 
Nor will he to his breaſt his father preſs. 

Death o'er the field their limbs in common throws, 
The deadly foe his ranc'rous hate foregoes. 

The mighty dead are heap'd along the plain, 
While prancing ſteeds bound o'er the proftrate ſlain ; 
The ſlipp'ry ground 's drench'd with a purple tide, 
And conqu'ring warriors thro' the current ride. 


In boſom of the victors pity glows, 

While all around they ſee their gaſping foes ; 

Their hearts, tho dauntleſs, tender yearnings feel, 

When ev'ry ſtep treads warriors *neath their heel: 

The ſtouteſt heart, that never knew a fear, 

May from its ſprings uncenſur'd ſend a tear. 

Wh hat heart can ceaſe to bleed at ev'ry vein, 

Who ſees grim war with all his murd'rous train ? 

Can man to man ſuch direful tortures bring ? 

Yea, from his breaſt the haughty ſpirit wring ? 

In man can hate ſo unrelenting dwell, 

As makes the breafts of ſavages to ſwell ? 
Unnumber'd griefs from other fountains ſpring ; 

Tho' man to man ſhould no diſaſter bring. 

*Tis ſad that nought mens quarrels can adjuſt, 

Till one or other is conſign'd to duſt : 

Man to his kind for ſhelter {till ſhould fly, 

When gath'ring woes in ghaſtly forms draw nigh, 
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In worlds where reaſon, where religion reigns, 
No wounded corſe grones on their peaceful plains : 


Thro' all thoſe climes peace breathes her fragrance 
round, 


They of war's muſic never hear the ſound, 


NM WINK 
XVI. On ſeeing a Man breathe his laſt, 


HE man on dying bed now lies, 
From which he'll never, never riſe ; 
Of ſublunary ſcenes now tir'd, 
His leaſe of life is now expit'd ; 
The ſpirits to the heart retreat, 
And try the conqu'ring foe to beat. 
But ah! in vain; he's gaining ground, - 
And plays his batt'ring engines round, 
Back from the heart no pulſe returns, 
In fev'riſn flames the cottage burns 
Death's ſhadow on each eye-lid dwells, 
His boſom with ſad throbbing ſwells; 
The quiv'ring lips are wan and pale; 
No thought can.now the-tongue reveal, 
Cold dews of ſweat around him riſe, --- 
And miſts ſpread &er his ſwimming eyes: 
The lamp of life is ſunk ſo low, . 
Another blaze you'll ſcarcely know. 
Again the lungs pant ſtrong for breath, 
The ſoul ſhrinks back from arms of death: 
In vain ; for now the battle 's won, 
And all the work of death is done. 
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Tis time to lock the eye-lids faſt, 


For all the ſcenes of- life are paſt : 
Fheſe doors muſt ne'er again unfold, 
For life's dull. tale is fully told. 

Now what is man! a maſs of clay ; 
The fading creature of a day ? 

His boaſted grandeur 's ſoon laid low, 
Death's billows ſhall the proud o'erflow : 
The din of life diſturbs no more, 
All its purſuits are done and o'er : 

Of life's frail houſe weak is the wall, 
Its pillars. oft. unlook'd-for fall. 

O how precarious is that hope 
Which has this ſhadow for its prop]! 
The wiſe for this dread hour prepare, 
And make a better. world their-care, 


Sad, when the ſoul about its ears 
The crackling of the cottage hears ;- 
Yet knows not where to lay its head, 
When on theſe ruins it muſt tread, 

The Owner of our mortal frame 

Oft warns us all to quit the ſame ; 
When death a neighb'ring door unlocks, 
At ours with that fame key he knocks ;. 
When w attend the fun'ral bier, 
Death ſays, he'll ſoon again be here: 


Juſt now you ſaw. the ſpear of death, 


Which will let out your lateſt breath. 


Attend, O man, with awe profound, 
On ev'ry ſide death's warnings ſound. 


Von ſun, that ſinks on edge of night, 


The mourners to your grave will light : 
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Theſe clouds, which o'er the ſky are ſpread, 
Will curtain round your gloomy bed. 

The flax ſhoots up in yonder field, 

Which may thy winding-ſheet ſoon yield, 
The tree perhaps aſunder 's torn, 

On which thy corps muſt ſoon be borne 
The ſexton knows the very ſpot, 

Where thy remains muſt lie and rot: 

That turf each ſeaſon clothes in green, 
Which o'er thy grave will ſoon be ſeen. 
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XVII. On ſeeing a Lamb tied for the 
Slaugbier. 


HAT lamb, ſnatch'd from the flow'ry mead, 
Is early doom'd by man to bleed; 
Around its dam no more 'twill ſtray, 
Nor thro' the fold in dances play: 
In bands of death its feet are bound, 
It lies unmurm'ring on the ground ; 
Or now it bleats with piteous cry, 
As if man's ſympathy *twould try. 
But ah! man's ſympathy is cold, 
Thy life is for man's riot ſold ; 
The ſlaughter- man now whets his knife, 
And inſtantly will take thy life: 
Even when he ſees thy blood to flow, 
His heart ſhäll no relentings know. 
O thou unfeeling ſon of death! 
Can thy red fingers ſtop its breath! 
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O man! ſee how it licks thy hands, 
And lies unſtruggling in its bands, 

His knife is plung'd by one quick puſh, 
And forth at once its life doth ruſh. 
Strange ſcene ! what creatures hourly bleed, 
Man's rankeſt luxury to feed! 

In ev'ry clime he crowns his board 
With what air, earth, and fea afford; 

In fields and ftalls the droves are fed, 
Whoſe blood for thankleſs man is ſhed. 
What vaſt expence for bed and board, 
Does man's ſubſiſtence coſt his'Lord ? © 
Where is the beaſt amidſt man's need 
Can from the knife exemption plead ? 


But can ſuch grant be made for nought ? 
Man, ſure, to reck'ning will be brought. 
Heav'n with its bounties all does fill, 
And numbers ev'ry beaſt we kill. 

When the great Lord returns at night, 
Thy life ſhall ſtand before his fſccht. 
Sloth he accounts a dreadful crime, 
And reckons for each hour of times. 

Is 't juſt to live at Heav'n's expence, - 
And to the full feed ev'ry ſenſe, 

Yet by your wayward will proceed, 

Nor once its ſacred precepts heed ? 
This lamb, an innocent, for thee, 
Strives not the butcher's knife to flee: 
For thee he calmly yields his breath, 
And unrepining ſinks in death, 
But he who life to them did lend, 
Their blood in vain will never ſpend : 
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If in his houſe no work be done, | 
Blood this neglect muſt ſure atone, a 


Ve ſons of men, that Gop adore, 
Whoſe flocks and herds ſupply your ſtore; 
Attend the dictates of his will, 

And ev'ry hour with. duty fill ! 
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XVIII. On hearing a Child, juſt ee, 
weeping Pitlerty. 


PREAD on the knee the aa infant lies, 

The nurſe in vain with ſong would till his 
cries : | 

With floods of tears he for the nipple mourn 

Still to the breaſt his ruby lips he turns. | 

No drop he'll taſte of the ſweet dews of ſleep, 

His dropping eye-lids briny currents weep : 

To him theſe cordials harſh and taſteleſs ſeem, | 


Nought now can pleaſe him but the milky ſtream, 


Now on his cheek is ſeen no ſmile of joy, 

At once he throws aſide the rattling toy: 

What for the nipple would he not let. go, 

Life's future hopes he gladly would beſtow? 
The infant prince for this would quit his crown, 
And unrepining lay his ſceptre down. 

No threats avail, till reaſon once awake, 

And till reflection from its lumbers break : - 
When humour reigns, who can its will control, 
Or turn the bias of the wayward ſoul ? 
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And ſtill they will for ſweets forbidden long: 


Much diſcontent the weaned child may know, 
And tides of ſorrow thro' its boſom flow ; 

And man with ſtorms at reaſon's noon is toſt, 

If his vain fancy for a moment's croſs'd. 

See the wean'd infant for its will contend, 

And to another's with reluctance bend: 

Thus men, who interdicted pleaſures love, 

And thro' their rounds with lawleſs freedom rove, 
Are never wean'd by reaſon's ſweeteſt ſong, 


A voice divine muſt ſtill the inbred din, 

When cries for pleaſure in the ſoul begin. 

Tho' reaſon frowns, its n and threats are 
vain, 

Man from theſe breaſts his happineſs will drain; 

From guilty pleaſure ſhame ne'er makes him part, 

Nor bitters of remorſe can change his heart. 


Scarce are ſome wean'd by the grim pow'r of 
death, 

Who ſuck at pleaſure till they yield their breath. 
O men, beware I the lap of pleaſure ſhun, 
From cruel arms of this deſtroyer run. 
If in her hidden toils for once you fink, 
Or loſe your footſteps on that crumbling brink ;- 
Each ſtep you'll find an eaſy down-hill road, 
That leads to ruin's dreary, dire abode : 
But if from thence you mean to mount again, 
The ſteep aſcent your ev'ry nerve will ſtrain, 
Let not this ſorc'reſs place you on her knee, 
Long will you ſtruggle ere yourſelf you'll free. 
The fretful babe rores not with louder cry, 
When to his lips you wonted-ſuck deny,. 
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Than dupes of pleaſure in few days will raiſe, 
When from their lips her uſual draughts do ceaſe; 
Much ſooner will the child its nurſs forget, 
Than man his ſinful pleaſures learn to quit. 


* 


XIX. On hearing one aſk, What Views the 
Spirit would have on getting 
looſe from the Body * 


O W comes, now comes the long expe 
| day, L | 
When l've obtain'd Aniston from my clay. 
From clogs and weights of fleſh and ſenſe I'm free, 
A thouſand unimagin'd ſcenes I ſee. 
My golden wings with tranſport now I ply, ' 
Up to the throne midſt beay'nly guards I fl. 
Here worlds unnumber'd on their centers turn, 
Ten thouſand ſuns with dazzling luſtre burn. 
Lo, of the ſilver moon I've loſt the view, 
Soon to the lamp of day I'Il bid adieu. 
Revolving planets in their orbits glow, 
What men call ſtars to ſuns now ſeem to grow. 
Theſe fields of light watt worlds on worlds are 
ſown, 
Unnumber'd orbs by 8 yet unknown; 
ITHURIEL, fay, Who dwells along our road? 
Do angels here enjoy their bleſt abode ? 
They're ſurely tenants of th' Almighty King, 
Perhaps the heralds that his orders bring. 
Can theſe be empty worlds that flote around ? 
No, no; I hear th' Almighty's praiſes ſound. 
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Do theſe, with me, th' incarnate Gop adore ? 
Did he theſe hoſts from ruin too reſtore ? 

Ah me! I thought our puny world the whole, 
That Gop ordain'd thro' the vaſt ſpace to roll. 
But what is earth? or what is man? they're loſt 
Midſt the bright planets and their countleſs hoſt. 
O ſight amazing! can the mind ſuſtain 

Such dazzling wonders in an endleſs train ? 

All round I gaze in queſt of vacant ſpace, 

But thro' creation find no empty place. i 

O what was man, for whom heav'n's Heir deſcends, 
On whom the flow'r of Heav'n's high hoſt attends! 
Heav'n's mighty King no vacant throne could dread, 
When thro' an univerſe ſuch choirs are ſpread. 
Sweet will the concert prove when theſe ſhall join, 
And the whole univerſe in ſong combine. 

How happy they who dwell beſide this road! 
And tnoſe who in heav'n's confines make abode : 
Theſe ſure are ſuburbs ; hark ! their notes of praiſe, 
Which to IEHOVARH's throne they jointly raiſe. 
O tell me, when the city comes in ſight, 

Tf I can ſtand the ſplendor of its light? 

Sure to the outer courts I now draw near, 

'The gates of paradiſe will ſoon appear : 

I long to view the city of my Gop, 

And gaze a while on his divine abode. 

What mean theſe ſhining, theſe celeſtial bands, 
Perhaps they fly with the moſt High's commands, 


O bleſt employ! the heralds of their Gop, 
Who ply their wings at his almighty nod : 
Theſe troops to me obeiſance ſeem to ſhow; 
Of me, a worm, what can theſe cherubs know? 
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With heav'nly luſtre ev'ry brow does ſhine; 

In love and ſweeteſt harmony they join. 

Unnumber'd are theſe armies of the ſky, 

Yet unconfus'd the ſwarming legions fly. 

Now heav'nly muſic in my ears does ring, 

While hoſts angelic their glad anthems ſing. 

I ſee the gates on golden hinges turn, 

And dazzling lamps which round the throne do 
burn. 

Lo! awful thunders ſeem to roll above, 

And yet with anxious fear no boſoms move: 

Now louder thunders thro' heav'n's arch do ſound, 

And heav'nly tribes to Gop are proftrate found, 


SWW b 8 8 0 8 8 8 8 8 0 $222 


XX. On bearing one aſk, What Senſations 
the Soul will have upon its 
Arrival in Paradiſe? 


ELL me, my ſoul, if yet I've heav'n won? 
Say, are the joys of paradiſe begun ?. 

I'm far beyond the reach of death and hel! ; 
And o'er the grave of conqueſt I can tell, 
With tranſports I the awful judgment paſt, 
And at the bar ſaw my accuſer caſt,  *- 
Tell me, my ſoul, what more of bliſs ris | 
And if for heav'n my heart muſt longer pant? 
In the damp grave I left my cares behind; 
From dregs of guilty fear I'm now refin'd : 
What joys I feel no language ſure can tell, 
Or ſay what extaſies within me dwell 
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With love divine I feel my boſom glow ; 

A warmth which none but the redeem'd can know, 

To Him that lov'd me, all my pow'rs aſpire ; 

And my heart burns with a celeſtial fire: 

Tell me, my ſoul, what this new ſcene may prove, 

If *tis not heav'n, the land of light and love? 

Bleſt region this! IMMANUEL's happy ſhore |! 

Where fin and ſorrow ſhall diſturb no more. 

Now even to faith I bid a glad adieu; 

W hat it reported now appears to view. 

Each ſound I hear is harmony divine, 

While round Heav'n's hoſts in dazzling ſplendor 
| ſhine : | 

Senſations ſtrong tranſport my inmoſt ſoul ; 

Streams of delight thro” all its powers roll. 

My thoughts on my ador'd Deliv'rer dwell ; 

Of his great love I long, I long to tell. 


Far I'm advanc'd in ſtature of my mind; 
New knowledge entring in my ſoul I find: | 
To glorious fields of thought my pow'rs I ſtretch, 
To juſt conceptions of my Gop I reach. 

Of him far clearer views at once I gain, 
Than I from earth's huge volumes could at- 
tain : ; 
No more I run in learning's tedious round ; 
Deep, deep diſcoveries with eaſe are found : 
Perplexing doubts no more my mind employ ; 
Nor can theſe entertainments ever cloy. 
No trifling object here obſtructs my view; 
Each dear delight ſtill proves for ever new: 
In hallelujahs, when Heav'n's hoſts combine, 
Il tune my voice, and in their praiſes join. 


Varity of POEMS, 2.39 


While I theſe hills of paradiſe aſcend, 

With kindred ſaints fweet moments will I ſpend. 

While they Mz $51Aan's wondrous love pro- 
claim, 

I'll dwell tranſported on a his bliſsful name: 

Midſt intervals of praiſe I'll alſo try 

With angels notes to ſing to the moſt High. 

Pll humbly pray great GABRIEL to unfold ; 

What even the ſacred page has never told, 

When the moſt High theſe morning-ſtars did light, 

And planted all the heav'ns with ſuns ſo bright? 

How long in their probation-courſe they run, 

Before the prize of endleſs bliſs they won? 

I'll aſk, if JEsus be their head, as mine? 

If they, like me, by his ſalvation ſhine ? 

Or what ſenſations ſpread thro* worlds on high, 

When in the manger they beheld him lie ? 

But more, when death their Gop a captive led, 

And-in the grave he made his gloomy bed ? 

I'll aſk, if angels felt a moment's fright, 

When from on high they view'd the awful fight ? 

Surely, unmov'd no ſeraph could have ſtood, 

While he appear'd © with garments roll'd in blood !” 

Such converſe ſure no angel will diſdain, 

When of their Gop more knowledge I attain, 

Then from the brighteſt ſeraph will I turn, 

That all my ſoul with warmeſt love may burn, | 9 

Where'er I turn, ?tis peace, delight and love; 1 

And ſtill each ſcene does more tranſporting prove. I 

Tell me, my ſoul, is this IMMANUEL's ſhore, if 

Art thou yet quench'd, or doſt thou thirſt for more? 

Oh, no! *tis Heav'n! my ſoul, now ceaſe to pant; 

No life, no joy, ng rapture more I want! 
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xx. On "I one aſk, If the Soul of a 
good Man will be glad to enter 
the Body at the Reſurrection? 


"ELcoMs, dear partner, from the houſe of 
death, 

Where thou haſt lain a while depriv'd of breath : 
Long ages in diſhonour haſt thou ſpent, 
Since from thy humble dwelling I was rent, 
While I rejoic'd in everlaſting light, 

Thou haſt been whelm'd beneath a tenfold night. 
Loud as the ſeraph did I ſing above, 

Whilſt thou a dull and lifeleſs maſs didſt prove. 

I drank my fill from joy's full fountain-head, 
While the baſe reptiles on thy fleſh did feed. 
With hoſts on high I ſhar'd the ſweet repaſt, 
Whilſt thou in bands of death wert fetter'd faſt. 
J in ſweet raptures hallelujahs rais'd, 

And Gop, my Gop! with higheſt ardour prais d: 
While thy cold lips to no glad ſound gave vent, 
And thy mute tongue in moveleſs jaws was pent; 
I from the throne heard the Almighty voice 

Bid the redeem'd in Him, their Gon, rejoice. 

I ſaw Mess1aH raiſe his ſtandard high, 

And thro' all heav'n the chriſtian banners fly. 
From all the hills of paradiſe were ſeen 
Unnumber'd hoſts around the croſs convene : 

O how divinely glorious was the ſight, 

To view th Almighty Judge inthron'd in light! 
Stupendous 


— IE EI IEP 


Variety of POEMS, 241 


Stupendous glory wreath'd th' eternal brow, 
When to MEsv1an all in heaven did bow. 

The ſplendor was too dazzling for their ſight ; 
Of that effulgence none could bear the light: 
Their golden wings they o'er their faces ſpread, 
And with profoundeſt awe the heav'ns were clad. 
Time's former ſcenes for ever are forgot; 
Heav'n from the mind did their remembrance blot, 
I heard unmoy'd the trumpets dreadful clang ; 
That awful ſound with which creation rang. 

I ſaw the grave unfolding its wide door, 

And haſting all its captives to reſtore. _ 
The grand proceſſion thro' the ſkies I join'd, 
While univerſal worlds in ſong combin'd : 

All reaſon's ſons the throne are cluſt'ring round, 
'Thro' all creation none is abſent found. 


The Judge juſt now th' aflizes will begin, 
And from its grave awake long-buried fin : 
Since now I meet thee glorious from the tomb, 
We'll jointly wait the quick-approaching doom. 
O awful, unimagin'd, dreadful ſcene ! 
Surpaſſing angels or the ſeraphs ken! 
In yonder world of doomſday I did hear, 
And to my thought the throne did oft appear : 
Not GaABRIEL's ſelf to men could theſe have told; 
No ſeraph could one thouſandth part unfold. 
O when! O when! will this grand trial end, 
And from the judgment all the bleſt aſcend ? 
O when will all theſe riſing dead þe try'd, 
And ev'ry act in golden ſcales be weigh'd ? 
God's foe from hell muſt likewiſe raiſe his head, 
And all the fiends muſt ſtand transfix'd with dread, : 
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Judgment 's begun; for midſt the fiery cloud 
TH Almighty voice proclaims their doom aloud. 
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XXIL On bearing one aff, If thoſe now 
acquainted ſhould know each 
other in Heaven? and if they 
could converſe together ? 


W HEN death's dividing darkſom curtain 


3 rends, 
And to one place both dead and living ſends; 
Then parted friends in tranſports ſhall appear, 
And to the ſocial intercourſe draw near ; 
To its old channel friendſhip's ſtream ſhall turn, 
Their ſouls all-pure with mutual ardors burn : 
With-extafy they'll ſee each other rife; 
And cry, O welcome, welcome to the ſkies !” 
When thus in luſtre unconceiv'd you'll ſhine, 
Joyful you'll gaze, and all your kindred join. 
Say, what ſhould hide their features from your view! 
What laws forbid your friendſhips to renew ? 
Why with a vail their features then conceal], 
When they affection's pureſt workings feel? 
In ſocial intercourſe lies earth's prime joy, 
It time's moſt valued hour does ftill employ. 
There ſure the wine of friendſhip is moſt pure, 
No jealouſy its cup can ever ſour : 
Can Heav'n itſelf more rapt'rous bliſs beſtow, 
Than fruits which from true ani s root do 

grow ? 
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There cluſt' ring kindred by themſelves retire, 

With heav'nly converſe feed the ſpreading fire: 

They, in their turn, time's ſcenes with joy un- 
fold, 

And the divine protection i is extolbd. | 

The head once ſilver'd oer, now freſh with bloom, 

Which late he rais'd tranſported from the tomb, 


Cries, ©* Theſe are plants which from myſelf did 
riſe, | 
<< Theſe are my ſons, tranſplanted to the ſkies : 
« I in the clods a thouſand pray'rs did ſow, 
« 'To high perfection does that ſeed now grow. 
* For theſe I pour'd them in ſtill midnight's ear, 
„And their contents none but my God did hear, 
What angel was your guardian on the road, 
And prov'd your leader to this bleſt abode ? 
How many wounds receiv'd you on the way? 
“And for your feet what gins did Satan lay?“ 


Each in his turn tranſported makes reply, | 

While to the voice the hoſts around draw nigh. 

<« IT prov'd ingrate, a fugitive from Gop, 

With forward ſtep purſu'd the downward road: 

Near ruin's edge by mercy I was met, 

Soon were my feet in Heav'n's broad path-way 
det.” 


% Heav'n gave to me in early youth to turn, 
Another cries, “ and taught my heart to mourn : 
Soon was I ripe for the pure realms of love, 
And from the vale of tears did ſoon remove.” 


A third proclaims, ** Down to old age] trod, 
„ Before my knee in homage bow'd to Go : 
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Then grace divine around my head did pour; 

% My ſoul was ſoftned by the heav'nly ſhow'r : 

& And from that day each wiſh. was breath'd on 
high; 

„ hither on. the wings of faith did ay.” 

The next in extaſies aloud does tell, | 

« His footſteps ſtumbled on the brink of hell: 

„ While death was knocking, Heav'n his life did 
ſpare, 

c And pull'd his feet from Satan” s dreadful ſnare,” 


Another ſpeaks, what toilſom courſe he ran, 


While he by virtue thought Heav'n's bliſs to gain; 
Till guilt began to ſting his inmoſt ſoul, _ 
And fierceſt anguiſh thro' its pow'rs to roll, 
Then, then for blood divine he rais'd his cry, 
By merit not his own, he reach'd the ſky. 


I ſtil'd myſelf by the Mess1an's name, | 
Another cries, **.and thus to Heav'n laid claim; 
% Tho' all the time diſloyal to his crown, 

« In vice's ſtream I ſwam ſerenely down; 

c Till heav'nly light broke in upon my mind, 


“And pointed where Heav'n's path-way I might 
find.“ 


Thus the redeem'd of time's tranſactions tell, 
On the bleſt theme of love divine they dwell. 
Their joyful hours on Zion's hill they ſpend, 
And at the throne of Heav'n harmonious bend. 


. 
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xXII On bearing a good Man expreſſing 
Fears at the near View of Death. 


NE hour I long to reach the farther ſhore, 
Unmov'd, while ſurges intervening rore; 

But ere the next, my drooping ſpirits fail, 

And thro' the ſtraits of death I dread to fail, 

What this life is, its perquiſites of wo, 

Mortality, with its dull ſcenes, I know : 

But yonder world lies far remoy'd from ſight, 

'Tis curtain'd with impenetrable night. 

Calm patience can our preſent pangs endure, 

But what's beyond, O how can ſenſe be ſure ! 

My hopes, who knows, may mere deluſions turn, 
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And their deceaſe I may for ever mourn. | | 'S 
I know, I'm ſure there is a reſt with God ; 


But dare a worm claim the bright bleſt abode ? 
Beneath this ſun I wake, and walk, and ſleep, 
Taſte bitter bread, and o'er my morſels weep ; 1 
Beyond its ray grief ſtill may higher riſe, 1 
t And ſcenes of horror ſpread before my eyes. \Þ 
My faith at times would fain extend my fail, 
And oft aſſures me of a proſp'rous gale ; 
But ſenſe ſtands ſhiv'ring at the awful flood, 
And chides my forwardneſs, and chills my blood, 
Which is the fitteſt, faith or ſenſe, to guide 
Thro' the dark ftraits which theſe two worlds di- 
vide ? 
Cleave to the guide that has the eleareſt fight, 
And knows the road amidſt the darkeſt night, 
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But how can ſenſe, blind ſenſe, the lead pretend ? 
That courſe it knows nor firſt nor latter end. 
Tis in the ſphere of time's contracted bounds, 
That ſenſe runs thro' her often troden rounds : 
Senſe never travel'd paſt the border- ſide, 

Nor knows the courſes of the parting tide. 
Faith has a quick and penetrating eye, 

With ſpreading wings ſhe loves to foar on high: 
She ranges thro? theſe regions far abroad, 
But chief the upward path that leads to Gop. 
Faith lanches forth the land far off to view ; 
And all its glories oft to men does ſhew : 

She ey'n to ſenſe aims to bring objects nigh, 
And ſet them for a ſeaſon in its eye. 


If of this leader thou canſt make thy hooks. 
Fear not to loſe from this unfriendly coaſt, 
Pierce thro the gloom, it will direct the way, 
Till you arrive in everlaſting day: 

*Tis not an unfrequented courſe you ſteer, . 
Nor are they few who of theſe rocks keep clear. 
Why ſhouldſt thou ſtand in ling ring doubtful frame, 
When oft I heard thee death with raptures name? 
Tho' diſtant objeQs otherwiſe we view, 

That to our ſight they ſeem at hand to ſhew z 
Yet why has death a terrifying brow, _ 

Since thy beſt friend did to his ſceptre bow? 
Haſte, bury fear, thy ſpirits quick compoſe; 

Of life with dignity a& now the. cloſe, 

Ere long from fleſh the ſpirit will be fled, 

When thou art ftretch'd upon the fun' ral bed. 
Thou now art aQing the concluding ſcene, 
Then let thy mind be calm and all ſerene. 
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"Tis ſenſe, tis ſenſe, that cannot pierce the gloom, 
Or look with pleaſure on the filent tomb. 

Conſult with faith, by her directions move; 
Then more, far more than conqueror you'll prove. 


See e e 


XXIV. On bearing a dying Man ſay he was 8 


unprepared for Death. 


Larming ſcene ! you muſt not, cannot ſtay, 
Nor are you yet prepar'd to lanch away. 

Not ready now, when death begins to knock, 
And when thy ſhroud already is beſpoke ! 
Doſt thou expect this meſſenger will ſtay, 
When ere death comes, the ſpirit's on its way * 
But fay, Is this a ſeaſon to prepare, | 
When for the blow death haftes his arm to bare? 
Canſt thou the days of threeſcore years redeetn, - 
When thy laſt glaſs more than half run does ſeem. 
Thou haſt oft heard thy ſun at laſt would ſet, 


Ten thouſands, thou'ſt been told, have yo this | 


debt. 


How many warnings gave the tolling bell, 
And ſolemnly of this laſt hour did tell? 


Yet for this journey nought's yet laid in ſtore; 


Nor faith, nor hope, you fay, is ſent before. 


To Him that made thee now thou myiſt return, 


While friends a while may thy departure mourn. 


In golden ſcales the Judge thee ſoon will weigh, 


And thy tranſactions by his touchſtone try. 
M. 4 
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Thou'lt prove too light when he uplifts the ſcale, 
Thy thoughts and acts will on the. trial fail. 


You naked came, and naked you muſt go, 
Without a.cov'ring round the ſoui to throw. 
Now dare you ſtand the pure, all-piercing eye 
| Or, cloth'd in rags, to his dread throne draw nigh ? 
17 Your ears have heard the unavailing found, 

18 Where garments of ſalvation might be found. 

| The hands which once theſe cloudy curtains ſpread, 
With ſkill divine this coſtly clothing made. 

He once to juſtice its high claims did yield, 
And left his life behind him on the field. 
This the redeem'd have to their credit ſet; 4 
Their guilt is pardon'd fince he paid their debt. 
Nor to the ſkies needſt thou for this aſcend, - 
Or to the deep in queſt thereof deſcend: | 
The bleſſing's nigh, and Heav'n is in the ſound, 
Salvation thro' MEssT1Ak may be found. 

Peace, peace is publiſh'd in his glorious name, 
And fouleſt of the foul that peace may claim: 
For guiltieſt of guilty men ' twas bought, 

By none but ſuch the bleſſing can be ſought. 
For upright men no ranſom need be paid, 

Or for the guiltleſs ought in pledge be laid: 

If free of crimes for pardon never plead, © 
For who that's faultleſs can forgiveneſs need? 
"Tis time your plea of innocence to drop, 

And on this peace divine to build your hope : 
The ranſom's paid, and guilt thereby diſcharg'd, 
And ſauls unnumber'd by its price enlarg d. 
Build on that peace, which blood divine did feal, 
And which the ſacred volume does reveal. | 
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Pelieve, O man, that Gop's record is true, 
And claim the pardon by his promiſe due. 
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XXV. On hearing a Man purpoſing an intire 
Reſt n to the divine Will. 


N ground ſecure my cane dens is Jabs; 
Firm on th' eternal rock my hope is ſtaid: 

Let tempeſts rore, their utmoſt rage I'll mock, 
And ſtand unmov'd affliction's fierceſt ſhock. 
I know the nature of a mortal's lot, 
And mind the terms on which life's leaſe is got: 
My cup with ſweet or bitter Gop may fill, 
And give or take his bleſſings at his will. 
Grateful I take, unmurm'ring I reſign, 
The gifts of Heav'n I'm wrong in calling mine. 
True, in my face I feel affliction's ſhow'r, 
And grief's fierce hailſtones faſt around me pour. 
He makes me ſtrong to weather out the . r 
And very ſoon the cloud will be o'erpaſt : 
Fond nature thinks no ſtorm ſhould round wi blow; 
Nor in her cup diſaſters ever flow. 


Who has not eyes to ſee of ſchemes the end, 
Muſt on the means his cenſure vainly ſpend. 
Could we direct fit ſeaſons for the field, | 
Would conſtant ſunſhine full-ear'd harveſts. yield? 
When ftorm and calm, hot beams and miſts, do 

blend, 


They to the fields their golden colours lend. 
- "of 5 
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Thus ſickneſs, health, fame, cenſure, eaſe and pain, 

In Gop's wide fields are mellowing his grain. | 

If conſtant beams the ſun ſhot from above, 

The faulty fick'ning ears would. fruitleſs prove. 
Then let my Gop change ſeaſons ey'ry hour, 

And turn warm ſunſhine to a freezing ſhower, 

Patient beneath the varying ſcene 111 lie, 

And ripen ſtill for bleſt eternity. 


O let my Gop, who the fit ſeaſons knows 
Of calms and ſtorms, of heav'n and earth diſpoſe. 
Withhold my wiſh, nor grant me my deſire, 
Unleſs they to the upper world aſpire ! 

His precious gifts or ſoon or late recal; 

Still in ſubmiſſion at his feet I' fall; 

I'll bleſs him for a bright, unſpotted name, 
And I'll be calm when envy wounds my fame: 
Chearful ll ſmart beneath thy hand, O Go»; 
And deeply ſilent bow, and kifs the rod. 

Let time's delights to heavy croſſes turn, 

My guilt, the cauſe of ev'ry croſs, ll mourn : 
I hold my cup that Heav'n it full may pour 

I'll ſtrive to drink it, be it ſweet or ſour, 

Grant nought, O Gop, becauſe it ſuits my will, 
Till *tis approv'd by thine unerring ſkill. 

Too long my will did with my Gop's contend,. 
And vainly aim'd ſome croſs events to-mend : 
True wiſdom in a calm ſubmiſſion lies, 

And ſtrikes its fail to Him that rules the ſkies. 
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XXVI. On bearing a Man boaſt of many 
Advantages he expetted in 


bis future Life. 


N D muſt theſe proſp'rous winds for ever blow 
Or fav'ring tides ſtill with thy veſſel flow r 
The clouds may quickly darken all the ſkies, 
And adverſe winds in furious tempeſts riſe. 
Sunſhine thro? life but rarely does endure ; 
From cloudy hours no office can enſure : 
As one foul day comes oft behind one fair; 
Mortality can claim no other ſhare : 
Who fears no blanks, but hopes each hour a prize, 
Would by the world be ſcarcely counted wiſe. 
Each ſtep in life ſhould ſtill be moy'd with care; 5 
In road fo ſlipp ry each a fall may fear. 
Of this vain life new inventories write, 
Let ſage experience ev'ry line indite. 
Thy friends, now ſteady, may inconſtant prove, 
Tho” from the liſt death ſhould not one remove: 
In adverſe ſeaſons rankeſt foes will grow, 
Who unprovok'd their darts of envy throw: 
Tho' now you glory in a ſpotleſs name, 
One hour may blot and ruin thy fair fame. 
You fee time's womb with future pleaſures ſwell, 
Their birth to you no coming day will tell; 
Should they be born, in the ſame hour they die, 
And from your view like fairy viſions fly. 
Tho' like the birds of paſſage in full flight, 
Whole ſwarms of joys arrive before your ſight 
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And look to-morrow anxious thoughts to feel: 
But yeſterday thou call'dſt time's idols vain, 
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The richeſt i in few days your mind would „ ä 0 


What you nfo but for ſhort time would pleaſe; * 
Midſt high ſucceſs you'll find the want of eaſe. | 
Should ev ry ev'ning bring unlook'd-for gain, 
You'll cry at laſt, . Ew'n profit 's ſelf is vain.” 


But ſhould continu'd loſſes prove your ſhare, 
"Tis beſt to think how. you the load will bear. 
Thoſe flips you for your future comfort plant, 7 
Of ſorrows rather may ſupply the want: 4 
Some canker-worms do oft devour their root; 
Hurt by their teeth we ſeldom ſee them ſhoot. 
When froſty winds do ſtrike our pleaſures dead, 

As many croſles in their place ſucceed : 
When dire events their fierceſt ſhock intend, 
The weakeſt part we know not to defend. 
From ſmalleſt ſeeds our greateſt troubles ſpring ;. 
Great tempeſts on their wings calm breezes bring : 
Midſt gath'ring clouds who knows whence winds 
may blow, | 
Or where the thunders burſt in ruin thro”? 
Life's ſtorms will rage, we know not on what fide 
Nor from what comfort they may us divide: 
One arrow oft a deeper wound will deal, 
Than many comforts with their juice can heal. 
This day brought troops of cares. behind its heel, 


Nor doubt but you'll repeat the word again. 
Diſeaſe with you more intimate will prove, 
While valued bealth may from your ſight. re- 


move. 
* 


Decrepit age your life with pains will plant, 
And melancholy may your cloſet haunt» _ 
You yet may meet a hundred griefs unknown, 
Who fays, At you no dart ſhall e er be thrown ? 
Friends one by one death's hand from you will tear; 
The pang at parting you muſt learn to bear : 
Unthought- of troubles in your way may riſe, 

Ere death's cold hand ſhall ſhut your clofing eyes. 
Thro' vale of poverty you may be led, 
And in its place be forc'd to make your bed : 
Tho! laviſh plenty ſtill ſhould crown your board, 
Contentment may not its fweet ſmiles afford. 17 70 
I- boding fears your mind may too infeſt, 

Nor night nor day may it with peace be bleft ; 

To cloſe the ſcene, on death you long may cry, 
While he, relentleſs, may your ſuit deny. 
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XXVII. Os bearing 4 Man complain of 
Lowneſs of Spirits. 


HY. thus does gloom, deep gloom, ad 
mind ſurround ? | 
Or why ſhould melancholy gain ſuch ground ? 
To her too frequently thou lend'ſ thine ear; 
Thou her ſad viſits doſt too meekly bear: 
Her neighbour, diſcontent, does ſhelter find, 
And holds a gloomy empire o'er thy mind. 
Theſe are the gueſts that ſink thy ſpirits low, 
And cauſe deſpondency apace to grow. 
Art thou fo mean ſuch. company to haunt, 
And to ſuch foes the higheſt chear to grant? 
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: None but baſe ſpirits dread: the face of care, 
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And none but cowards life's diſaſters fear. 


Wilt thou before the battle victory yield, 


And daſtardly give up the unfought field? 
Man enters life with various ills to fight; 
Theſe are the terms on which we ſee the light. 
With man and grief ſharp ſtruggles ſoon ariſe, 
O'er him for conqueſt many days it tries: 
The hero early catches up his ſhield, 

And gainſt black fears his weapon learns to wield. 
When courage boldly riſes from its ſeat, 

Whole troops of troubles ſound a quick retreat: 
Th' undaunted foul thro* woes will puſh its way, 
And dire calamities around it ſlay; 

While daſtard minds ſink at the diſtant war, 
And tremble, as it threatens from afar. 

Bluſh, bluſh, O man ! to ſay thy ſpirits fail, 
When neither want, nor pain, nor ſhame aſſail. 
Behold what woes your fellow-men engage; 
Yet calm, and without ſinking, ſtand their rage : 
A thouſand ſuch their years unmurm'ring ſpend,.. 
Tho' only in the grave their forrows end, 
But be it fo that croſs events befel, 

And much of diſappointment. you could tell; 
Who without croſſes nightly does lie down? 
Who ſees enjoyment all his wiſhes crown ? 
Muſt ev'ry ſheaf ſtill bow its head to thine, 


And none but thou in eaſe and ſplendor ſhine ?: 
Too thee what debt does the Almighty owe, © 


That in thy lap he fhould thy wiſhes throw? 
Rouſe from the bottom thine inactive ſoul, 
Nor let dejection's billows o'er it roll. 


% 
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When on thy back aMiQtion's loads are laid, 
Then ſummon patience to thy ſpeedy aid ; 
Soon ſhe'll inſtruct thee life's worſt ſcenes to bear, 
And how to trample on each riſing fear. 
Set hope the ſmother'd vital flame to blow, 
Wich wonted vigour let your ſpirits flow: 
Soon will their current at the ciſtern ceaſe, 
You'll fee the end of life's precarious leaſe. 
"TI 'were fit to ſeek ſome cordials for your cure, 
Since *tis ſo hard your mis'ry to endure ; 
Achearful hope to fweetneſs turns your gall, 
Then from beyond the grave your ſuccours call. 
Keep not at home, ſend oft your ſoul abroad, 
And travel much upon the heav'nly road, 
If thus you learn to ſoar along the ſkies, 
You'll find your fad dejected ſpirits riſe : 
The bands of floth from ev'ry limb untie, 
And hands of induſtry unwearying ply. 
At early morn to Heav'n your incenſe raiſe, 
And tune your voice to ſing his grateful praiſe : 
Let not your eyes on earth's low trifles pore, 
On wings of contemplation learn to ſoar. 
Your troubles are but troubles for a day; 
Life, with its ſorrows, ſoon wilt die away. 
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XXVIIL On bearing one complain of this 
as a low Life. 


IS living Tow each tongue aloud may tell, 
While in fo low a tenement we dwell. 
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Low aims and low purſuits ingroſs our days; 


Low thoughts, low words, and lower ſtill our ways 
Low. in our childhood, ſcarce higher in our prime; 
Amidft low ſcenes we ſquander precious time, 
Angelic worlds behold with deep ſurpriſe, 

To ſee ſuch empty toys before our eyes. 

Our noble birth inſpires no glorious aim, 

Nor with the ſeraph do we kindred claim: 

Of baſeſt paſſions to remain the flaves, 

Is the preferment human nature craves. | 
Diſgrace would ſeem the goal at which they run, 
And ſhame the prize they ſeek at laſt to win. 
What low life means our world can clearly ſho , 
And teach the angels what is living low. i 


He's ſtil'd low-liv/d, who ſtruggles. hard with 
care, 
Sweats all the day, and ſups on meaneſt fare. 
Low-liv 'd, whoſe hands till guide: the crooked. 
plough, 

Or he whoſe ſhoulders *neath great burdens bow. | 
But lives, he high, to whom the loaded board 
His higheſt bliſs, yea tranſport, does afford? 4 
Who to. the ſtall relation ſeems to claim, 


Nor of examples borrow'd thence thinks ſhame ? - 


Say, Lives he high, who at the midnight hours 
The whelming deluge o'er his reaſon pours * »- 
Say, Lives he high, who on a couch muſt bend, 
And half his hours upon a pillow ſpend ? 

Ls *t living high, to ſweat beneath life's fears, 
And pant beneath a load of needleſs cares ? 

*Tis living low, to run life's empty round,, 

And move in ſpheres where no content is found: 4 


» 
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Who will deny that 'tis but living low, _ 
To waſte each ſeaſon's produce as they grow ? 
With a like fleece this year as laſt I'm clad; 
With chear, like laſt \ year 's, ſtill my board is ſpread; 
This year the grape gives no more poignant taſte, 
Nor does this year add reliſh to my feaſt, 

To-day the noon ſeems not to give more light, 


Than yeſterday which ſhin'd with rays as bright. 


The moon at night will ſhed no brighter beam,, 
Than from her ſilver orb laſt year did ſtream: 

The north will ſoon with wonted coldneſs blow, 
And winter round our heads ſhall drift its ſnow : 
Juſt the ſame flow'rs riſe with returning ſpring, 
And the ſame birds their former notes do ling, 

In ſummer's lap known fruits are brought again, 
And harveſt calls to reap the ſelf-ſame grain. 
The ſame green carpet neath my feet is ſpread, - 
And the ſame trees afford their cooling ſnade: 
Juſt the ſame mountains ill my proſpe& bound, 
On yonder ſide the waves ſpeak the fame ſound. 
Thro' the ſame walks I fetch my circuit round, 
But in my tour ſcarce ought that's new is found, 
I on the road juſt the ſame faces vie; 
We change our ſubjects, but talk little new. 

No dews more balmy has kind ſleep in fore, 
Than thoſe ſhe pour'd me many nights before: 
My pillow ſhall not ſofter prove to-night, 


Nor will next morning's dawn appear more bright, 
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XXIX. On bearing a Man expreſs in- 
moderate Grief at the 
Death of his Son. 


TTEND, O man ! and dry thy tearful eyes, 
Nor let thy grief to ſuch a torrent riſe. 
The curtain's drawn between thee and thy ſon ; 
For life they threw, and death'the ſtake has won : 
Death throws no dart till order'd from on high; 
The warrants ſign'd before the arrow fly. 
Tho' ffom the top of life's frail tow'r he dropt, 
At Heay'n's command the vital motion ſtopt. 
Of wrong 'twere daring in thee to complain, 
May not the Lender aſk his own again? 
Shouldft thou with Heav'n thy right to him contend, 
The cauſe in favour of thy God would end. 
In Him he mov'd, from Him his being came, 
And who but He that breath again could claim? 
Nor wonder He recall'd him *gainſt thy will; 


Thou wouldſt not vote that Kan thy ſon ſhould 
1 | 


Perhaps he mov'd from fiblunary day, | 

Becauſe dread ſnares from him few paces lay: 

Now ſafe he lies from evils yet to come; 

God'from furrounding dangers brought him home. 
Down on the knee, and kiſs th*'Almighty's rod, 

Nor tax the wiſe procedure of your Gop : 

Wait till his providential plans unfold, 

For early deaths good reaſons ſhall be told: 
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Then dare not on thy God to throw the blame 
For theſe thy murmurs crown thy brow with ſhame, 


Fields all his own fure he may reap at will; 
At noon or ev'ning he his barns may fill. 
We blame not him who claims juſt what's his due; 
Or, when refus'd, if borrowers he purfue : 
He to thy garden this young lip denies, 
That He may plant it early in the ſkies. 
Say, Doſt thou grieve he's paſt the reach of woes, 
That on our ſun his eyes ſo ſoon did cloſe ? 
Or is 't his tedious abſence thou doſt mourn, 
That *neath thy roof he never muſt return? 
Death of that world will ſoon unbar the gate, 
And puſh you headlong to th' eternal ſtate : 
Then will you joy this fon was gone before, 
And upward with enlarged rapture foar. 
*T will make thy way more even down to death, 
And leſs reluctant to reſign thy breath: 
To thee the grave will ſeem a kindlier homo, 
When thou and he repoſe in the fame tomb. 
With leſs regret at laſt thou 't reſt thy head, 
That juſt above his mold'ring bones be ſpread: 
On the ſame morn, from the ſame bed, you'll 1. 
And meet all heav'n deſcending thro' the ſkies. 
Weep then no more, attend their ſighs around, 
Who wiſh bad ſons in winding · ſheets were bound. 
We grieve the eyes of dying ſons to cloſe, | 
Surviving ſons oft cauſe far heavier woes: 


Will from the living ſoon find cauſe to mourn. ' 
N 


Whole grief for death does once immod' rate turn, 
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XXX. On bearing one aſt, Where a true 
Friend was to be found? 


Friendſhip | Friendſhip ! whither doſt thou 


turn ? 

Tell in what clime thy ſacred flame doe burn? PET 
In theſe cold climes to reſidence tis ſhy, | | 
And to our iſle it rarely does draw nigh. 

An ugly form now. counterfeits its mien, 

And in the garb. of friendſhip oft is ſeen : 
Nought but its ſhadow ftalks before our eyes, 
True friendſhip its acquaintance now denies. 
Who lifts my burden in the hour of need, 
This is true friendſhip's only ſon indeed. 
When in my face he darts an artleſs ſmile z 
Falſe friendſhip. makes it only to beguile. 

A friend reſtrains his moſt enliv'ning ray, 

Till deep affliction's coldeſt winter-day: 

The other only *midſt ſucceſs will ſhine, 

For him in grief you friendleſs ſtill may pine. 
Tis in diſaſtrous days the friend we know; 
We meaſure then how high its tide can flow: 
Ay, when the air with ſummer- beams is warm, 
Unnumber'd buzzing inſects round you ſwarm; 
One thunder- cloud will make them diſappear, 
Then nought of all their idle noiſe you hear. 
Thus ſummer-friends will flatter in your ear, 
If you the fooliſh, ſhocking ſound, will hear: 
But when croſs winds gainſt you begin to blow, 
The baſe deceivers ſcarce your features know z 
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Juſt then your faults more loudly they will tell, 
And ev'ry weakneſs to a crime ſhall ſwell : 

He'll throw no charity into the ſcale, 

But blame, if of perfection you ſhoull fail. 
From bed or board ſuch friends love not to turn, 
Till *neath ſome grievous loſs or croſs you mourn: 
Like birds of paſſage they will take their flight, 
Till on more warm or proſp'rous climes they light. 
But the true friend with haſty pace draws nigh, 
Who in your better days ſeem'd ſometimes ſhy ; 
He'll from your ſhoulders ſoon the burden take, 
And bear the better half on his own back : 

To chear your heart he'll practiſe all his ſkill, 
And with ſweet cordials haſtes your cup to fill, 

In his warm heart the law of kindneſs dwells, - 
And ev'ry ſentence his compaſſion tells. | 
Averſe he ſeems to turn him from your fight, * 
Till thro' the gloom there darts ſome ray of light: 
But when your countenance begins to clear, 
And no new. cloud of grief approaches near 
Then, not till then, be'll kindly bid adieu, 

And all the friend at the ſad parting ſhew. 

For ſuch a friend what goods might not be ſold, 
For him a man might barter Ophir's gold: - 
No man for him his ſilver needs to tell, 

He for fine gold his friendſhip would not ſell. 


Rend, rend your maſk, ye children of deceit, - 
Who on the world impoſe ſo groſs a cheat. 
You friendſhipꝰs vail around your ſhoulders throw 
Tho! of its face no feature do you know /· 
'Midft friendſhip's ſons you l never find a place, 
You prove yourſelves to be a baſtard race. 
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To whom kind Heav'n ſuch friend in mercy grants, 

May patient ſit amidſt a thouſand wants: 

But friendſhip's wine on earth is ſeldom clear, 

Both froth and dregs do in the cup appear. 

You'll find it pure in the bleſt world of love; 

There, without mixture, you'll true friendſhip 
prove. | 

O happy region ! where no falſhood 's ſeen ! 

Where no cold blaſts twixt friends do intervene! 

There curſed envy can no entrance find, 

Nor whiſper'd ſlander e' er chagrin the mind. 

Each as his own delights in other's joy, 

The Giver's praiſes all their harps employ ; 

In love's wide ocean there they ſwim around, 

In murm'ring mood no one is ever found. 
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XXXI. On hearing of a grateful Slave, 
who utterly refuſed to leave 
his Maſter, who would © 
ſet him at Liberty. 


C NAS T to my maſter's houſe I'm henceforth 
2 8 5 bound, 

Theſe ſilken cords do wreath me round and round: 

Far from thy fight before I would have fled, 

And from thy houſe a glad elopement made. 

Now haſt thou fu d me by this pow'rful ſtake, 

And rais'd around a fence I'll never break: 

My native clime I chearful hence forego; 

Eackſtorm thou meet ' ſt around my head ſhall blow. 
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Beneath thy ſmile my heart ſhall joyous riſe, 
Grief at thy frown ſhall rain from both my eyes : 
Quick. when thou call ft at midnight In draw 

nigh, 
Breathe where thou liv'ſt, and where thou dy'ſt, Tu 
die.“ 


Thus the Barbarian to his Lonxp reply'd, 
And of ſweet freedom the free gift deny'd:__ 
The gen'rous deed his tender heart did melt; 
Love's warm emotions in each vein he felt, 
Theſe, theſe are cords that fix a gen'rous mind, 
And all its pow'rs in ſilken fetters bind : 

Who aims to puſh the ſlothful into ſpeed, 
Should ſpur him onward by ſome gen'rous deed, 
The Gop whoſe hands the human heart has fram'd, 
By love divine has the moſt ſtubborn tam'd : 
Thro' love's ſoft breath their enmity he turns, 
And ſoon. the heart with flames ſeraphic burns; 
When with love's ſhafts he did not pierce them thro', 
Himſelf he darted downward from the bow, 

'Tis thus Mzss1aH conquers all his foes, 
When o'er their necks his caly yoke he throws : 
Divinely ſoft he breathes in'ev'ry ear; 

They from his lips the heav'nly accents hear, 


<c left the regions of eternal day, 
And of my ſplendor darken'd ev'ry ray: 
I from my brow pull'd the celeſtial crown ; 
For you my blood in trickling ſtreams ran down : 
Heav'n frown'd above, hell fiercely rag d below; 
And o'er my head Almighty ire did flow: 
Midſt agonies untold I bow'd the head, 
And then retit'd to manſions of the dead. 


— — 


— —— — 
— 3 


—ꝛ— — 


— on wee err rn 
—— 


264 NaTURE SPIRITUALISED, in 4 


All nature trembling did theſe wonders ods: 
This I endur'd to ſet you captives fre. 
Pretend not for this freedom ought to pays” 
Or in my hands ſome fair equiv'lent lay: 
Needs the Creator at the-creature's hand 25 
Or what return can Heav'n from you demand ? 
Was it for gain I bow'd myſelf ſo low, 
And o'er my glory ſuch a vail did throw ? 
Need I to-aſk the tribute of your ſong ; 
oy while you the notes prolong ? 
Doſt think that I your humble homage need, 


And for man's praiſe, his warm addrefles, plead ? 


Without all price your freedom I proclaim, 
Believe, enjoy it only in my name. 
But mind, for this no price you're laying don, 


Or that you buy your freedom from Heay'n's crown: 


*Tis Heav'n's great gift, convey'd free of all coſt; 
The payment of one mite you cannot boaſt. 
Say, rather, How ſhall man repay this love, 


Or to th' ador'd Deliv'rer grateful prove? 


Be happy, is the firſt command of Gop ; 
And ſtill to bliſs purſue the only road.” 


The man who credits this report, replies, | 
« Didſt thou for me, O Jzsvs | quit the ſkies ? 
Was it for me the thorns did pierce thy brow ; 
And that thy ſhoulders 'neath a croſs did bow ? 
Did thou the bands, death's bands ſo patient bear, 
That I my fetters might no longer wear ? 
Didſt thou for me yield life on yonder tree, 


And now proclaim me from this moment free ? 


Then am I bound by the moſt ſacred tie; 
Nor from thy ſervice will I ever fly. 
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Do thou but point, I'll joyous find the way; 
Go where thou goeſt, where thou abid'ſt LI ſtay. 


Thy ſmile ſhall chear me, at thy frowns I'1l pine; 


Thy foes my foes, thy friends ſhall ſtill be mine. 
Strong, ſtrong, tho' eaſy, are theſe cords of love, 
The only bands that everlaſting prove : 


My mind, life, death, nor earth, nor hell, ſhall turn; * 
Or quench the flames which in my boſom burn. 


PI keep thy ſtandard, midſt the hotteſt fight, 
And never loſe the colours from my ſight, 
Blow foul or fair, thy footſteps I will trace; 
Nor lag behind amidſt the toilſome race: 
No laſh or ſpur need'ſt thou to me apply; 
PI! run along; yea, give me wings, II fly. 
What is the will, what is the way to Gop, 
Ii Rill purſue, tho' hell ſtop up my road. 
Caſt at thy pleaſure any where my lot, 

PI pitch my tent on earth's moſt barren ſpot : 
In pain, diſgrace, or poyerty, Il lie, 
Breathe long or ſhort, and at thy nod I'll die.” 


Who thus believes and feels th'Almighty' $ love, 
Juſt ſuch a hero in the field will prove: 
No fears, no threats, 'no hell as ſpurs he wants, 
Warm with this love his ſoul ſtill upward pants. 
*Tis love divine that ſets the foul on fire, 


"Tis vain with pains infernal men to fright, 
Or cauſe hell's flames to blaze upon their ſight ; 
The more they count Almighty Gop their foe, 


Who by his breath the flames does ceaſcleſs blow. 
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And makes each wiſh to Heav'n. in flames aſpire : 
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XXII, On bearing Mar preferred 
10 an bigh Office by the 
„ Intereſt of a Friend. 


EW to a place of honour can aſcend, © 
Till from above ſome friend his arm ſhall "ey 
On honour's s laddet who the climbing tries, 155 
Has need of help e ere to the top he rife: 
On merit's ſteps ſome pant to ſhine above, 
But ſlowly, ſlowly do their footſteps move; 
Yet when Arong int'reſt lends its ample wings, 
The man aloft up in an inſtant ſprings. 
Will ſons of fame, of wealth or honour boaſt,” 
That merit fix'd them in their preſent poſt? 
The man of candor trumpets loud his praiſe, 
Whoſe favour to preferment did him raiſe : 
In court and, .City, , all the world around, DER, 
Men riſing thus in ev ry clime are found, = 
If earth's beſt place by aid of friends is bah, 
Shall heav'nly bliſs by merit then be bought? 
Can man, poor worm; aſcend the hill of Gon, 
Or purchaſe room within the bleſt abode?? 
Should he but dream it in his height of pride, 
Both Heav'n and hell his folly would deride. n 
He merit Heav'n, whoſe patrimony,”s hell ROE 4] 
As foul with guilt as any fiend that fell. 
Firſt to thy Gop attempt juſt debts to pays 
Ere in his hand a price for Heav'n you lay. 
Say, What is man? whoſe deeds we thus miſprize, 
By which *tis thought he-ey'n may reach the ſkies ? 
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What's man in time? what thro? eternity? 

What, when his qu his words or ate, we 
try? N 

Shall he by theſe Heav'n's pighelt bliß attain, 

Which ſeraphs by their ſervice could not gain? 


All theſe, in deep proſtration, bow them down; 


Each at the throne offers th' encircling crown. 1 


Since man of merit can ſo little plead, 
For foreign int'reſt might there not be need? 
If by a ſurety he may pay his debt. 
He by ſuch friendſhip might on high be ſet: 


Saints dwell above by merit not their wWw nin; 


A robe, they wrought not, round each ſhoulder, 4, 


thrown; * 9 


'Theſe hoſts redeem'd in bande luſtre ſhine, 
In praiſes to its Purchaſer they join, 


Aſk how to theſe bright manſions they aroſe? 


No road by merit ſaint or angel know: 
They gain'd their places in MssiAk's name, 
And from his purchaſe borrow'd all their claim. 
Tis by His favour guilty men ariſe; 

No other ladder reaches to the ſkies: 

From age to age the ſteps remain ſecure, 

Seek thro! this medium, your preferment 's ſure. 
Around the throne ten thouſand thouſands dwell, 
Who of his intereſt the pow'r can tell: 

Let all who wiſh to pitch their tents on high, 
Still for their 1cafe'to heav'n's great Prince apply. 
To Him, as heir, theſe manſions all pertain ; 
To all but Him your application's vain «© 
"Tis at his nod the gate of bliſs unfolds 3 

Of everlaſting doors the keys he holds. 
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He of heav'n's vacant manſions can diſpoſe, 
By Him the ſeraphs to their grandeur roſe, 
Tis no diſhonour there to beg a place, 

And be beholden to Almighty grace; 
Heav'n's hoſts by favour ſtand, yet ſtand ſecure, 
Their leaſes to eternity endure, 

No ſons of merit there a harp do ſtring, 

No e do its bleſt tenants ſing: 

By grace, by grace, juſt what they are they ſtand ; 
*T was grace that fix d them on IMMANnvuEL's land. 
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XXXIIIL On ſeeing a Sbip run 3 on 
a Shallow by leſing the 7; ide. 


IS Gon can huſh the waters of 5 deep, 
And bid old Ocean on his pillow ſleep. 
O how affrighting is his awful noiſe, 

When mighty billows raiſe their thund'ring voice! 
Yet nimbly thro' their exerciſe they go; 

Ebb at their hour, and at their hour they flow. 
Should Gop with reaſon ev'ry wave inſpire, 
They could not quicker at his nod retire. 

In reg lar lines they the rough rocks engage, 
And ev'ry floting caſtle feels their rage; 

To ſhore they move as if true time they beat, 
This hour hafte forward, and the next retreat: 
Methinks in ſtreams along the ſhore they riſe, 
That man may learn the tides in life to prize. 
Who the full flood juſt at its height have loſt, 
Whole years of ſad regret their ſloth will coſt: 
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Who with a precious cargo loads his keel, 
For the ſtream-tide will anxious moments feel. 
Should he be flumb'ring while the waters ſwell, 
The owner of his loſs aloud would tell: F 
Ere the next flood the winds all foul may prove, 
So that he dare not from the harbour move; 
Then of the goods the hour of ſale is gone, 
And for his ſloth his all will ſcarce atone. 
Juſt thus in life the tide doth fall and riſe ; 
And he who takes it at the height is wile. 
Thus men of foreſight many a rock get paſt, 
While flothful men on ſhallows oft ſtick faſt. 
On want's black rocks ſome men unpitied lie, 
Who after flood their anchors once did weigh : 
One hour thus loſt, no care, no coſt can mend; 
Life's after-days in fruitleſs ſighs they'll ſpend. 


Thus for eternity a fav'ring gale 
Wafts them ſafe onward with a ſpreading fail ; 
But never till Heay'n cauſe its breeze to blow, 
And flotes the keel up from the mud below. 
Then let the man purſue his courſe with joy, 
Spread forth each ſail, and ev'ry hand employ. 
That wind blows when it liſteth from the ſky ; 
Nor is there failing if the gale ſhall die: 
The moſt impatient, floting tides muſt ſtay, 
With wind and tide they only make their way. 
Watch then, O men ! you be not left behind, 
When from on high our Gop vouchſafes his wind: 
Nor let a breath, one precious breath be loſt, 
While you are ſailing to th' eternal coaſt ; 
Spare not the canvas till the ſhore you ſpy, _ 
And in the haven at an anchor lie, | 
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XXXIV. On hearing a Man called a Fool, 
becauſe he baſted not 10 be rich, 


HAT. folly 's this thou on his back 
wy would'ſt bind? 

Or what the errors in his life you find ? 

Are there no fools but ſuch as gold deſpiſe ? 

Are they who hoard it up the only wife? 

If ſo true wiſdom were a common plant, 

Nor town nor city could that bleſſing want. 

With folly thou doſt wiſdom ſeem to blend, 

And, changing names, the one to t'other lend: 

Wiſe he may be who ſees no charms in gold, 

And in whoſe eye it ſeems but yellow mold; 

Are they all fools who ſilver cannot prize, 

And quit their claim for it to yonder ſkies ? 

"[ijs in his mind true wiſdom ſeems to grow, 

Who of his ſtock th' intrinſic worth does know: 

He 's wiſe who in the juſteſt ſcales can weigh 

Time's higheſt gains with vaſt eternity; 

Who of the laft can its importance tell, 

And hourly on its contemplation dwell? 

Twere wiſe tho time by him were quite forgot, 

Tho in his view time's ſcenes ſhould never flote. 

He 's wiſe ho for th* eternal world provides, 

And from approaching ſtorms in ſafety hides ; 

Wife, who the mark can fartheſt off eſpy, 

And who can neareſt make each arrow fly; 

Wiſe, who to bliſs can ſtraight purſue his way, 

Tho' on each hand the coftlieft jewels lay: 
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He's. wiſe who toils for what he can enjoy, 
Who time's ſwift hours with care does ſtill em- 

ploy ; - 
Wiſe, who in yonder world his ſtock ſetures, 
And that which thro' eternity endures, 


But how unwiſe are they who neſt below, 2 
And'time and toil on this poor world beſtow? 
Him folly's eldeſt child we well may call, 

Who counts his portion neath the ſun his all. 

Can ranker folly ſpread its leaves Abroad, : 

Than he rears up who "makes his gold his god? 

To folly thoſe in ev'ry elime are kin, 

Who date their race ſhould end, their race big. 

Say, is he'wife, who cannot time tecal, 

Yet unithproved lets his moments fall? 

Can he be wife, Who knows death 's on his way, 

Yet nought provides for life's depirting day? 

Can he be wife, who hears'#pproachitg death, 

Yet is not meddy at the lateſt breath? 

_ is" he wiſe; who knotrs time's things are 
"ought, 

Arid yet dy dim dete dings dre dy fought? 

Can he be'wife, whom death will ſtrip quite bare, 

Yet how to live beyond'it takes no care? | 

Earth's wife men then to fools at length will turn: 

And when töc late their folly fadly ioubrgß; 

While thoſe MI'd fobls will trüly wiſe Apes, 

And the N r of Gp al. Wie mal der. g 
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xXXV. On ſeeing the King on his 1 
wil the Crown on his — 


. Crown does litter Rrangely i in the pany 
Still at this mark ambition's arrows fly. 
Who mounts a throne, no higher can aſcend, 
Till curtains of the firmament ſhall rend. 
Where are its charms that dazzle mortal bght, 0 
For which fam'd heroes break the bounds of right? 
Tho” higheſt ſplendor wreathes the Britiſb throne, 
A luftre bright as ever ,zpund it ſhone; { 2: ,-+ | 
Tho' di'monds ſparkle on the royal brow,:: +» 
And to the ſceptre diſtant nations bow) 
Tho' high above he ſits in royal ſtate, | 
While millions patient for his edits wait, 
Yet reaſon lr owns herſelf ſo blind, 4/24 1 2 . 
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Tho — the Indies ſcarce our r empire arg 
And Britain's thunders thro” the world refourid; . 
Tho' the ſun can't at once the whole bebold, 
Runs half his race ere its far coaſts unfold ; 

Yet theſe dominions greater troubles bring, 
And often vex, while they exalt the king: 
Tho' round the crown the ſparkling n ſhine, 
Yet thorny | ſorrows its interior line. 
Now of ambition ſee the ladder's top, 

Of higheſt ſteps no cloud the view does ſtop 
But on its ſteps I'll never climb again; 

Can it impoſe on men with ſcenes ſo vain ? 


T 
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Yet for a crown I ardently apply, FH 
Nor will juſt Heay'n th' undoubted right deny: 
By right and conqueſt not my own, I claim; 
The cauſe is gain'd, but in another's name; 

An old attainder ſet my race aſide, | 
Did from the crown my family divide. 

To me Mtss1AH does a crown reſtore, 

Of brighter luſtre than my father wore: 
Death from my throne dares never pull me down, 
Or trample under foot th' immortal crown. 
Yet, under age thro? life I muſt remain, 

Nor of my crown poſſeſſion hope to gain, 

Till this my fleſhly mantle death ſhall break, 
Then ſhall my hands. a. crown and ſceptre take. 
How glorious muſt that coronation prove, 
When all in heav'n rejoice at it above? 
Seraphs themſelves might the high honour claim 
To crown the ſaints in the MESSTAH's name. 
The pearls ſhall glow with luſtre all divine, 
And cluſt' ring gems in dazzling ſplendor ſhine 2 
Far brighter crown ſhall ſoon adorn my head, 
And robes more coſtly round my body ſpread ;. 
A throne more ſplendid ſoon 1 
Nor ſhall a rival for my ſeat contend.. 

If mortal crowns ſuch luſtre ean diſplay, 
Conceive the glories of that awful. day, | 
Whew univerſal worlds in one ſhall join, 

And glorious in their borrow'd robes. ſhall ſnine: 
When in mid--heav'n God's throne is rais'd above, 
And all at once ſurrounding elouds remove; 
That. uncreated glory may be ſeen, 
And gloomy proſpects never intervene. 

Ns 
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With hallelujahs qaeav'n:thraughout)ſhall ring, 
When: on his: thrane is: ſeen thi. eternal King. 
Th' encircling cron reflects ſo ſtrong a blaze, 
As fills ſurrounding hoſts with ſweet amaze : 


Celeſtial guards will like themſelves appear, 
And 180 caronation-liv'ries wear. 
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VI On Wear a Man ſay be wo 
ü 19170 complain to Go b, fince be 


1could find no Reareſs of 
bi, N from Men. 


ILT thou to Heav'n thy cauſe at once 
| appeal, 

And juſt before the throne the whole reveal? 
When the oppreſs d to him of wrongs complain, 
The injur'd never. utters cries in vain. 

The eye of human juſtice oft is blind, 

And tho? it ſeareh, th' offender cannot find: 
But ſoon can Heay'n th' injurious bring to light, 
And greateſt wrongs can inſtantly ſet right. 
When human juſtice wants an arm ſo ſtrong 
To force.th* oppreſſor to repair bis wrong, 
*Tis time to go with the complaint to Gop, 
That of theſe wrongs he may remove the load. 
Tbo' He that inſtant may not interpoſe, 

Or lanch his flaming thunder at his foes; 

Vet ſuch will be arreſted at their day, 
And their oppreſſions with full coſts muſt pay. 


— 
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But ſtill, Oman, Mid 15 the Taft appeal, 
Nor ſhould'ſt thou at Ris footſtool Teave thy tale, 
Till kiiid perſuaſion *s utmoſt arts arc try'd, 
And he Have all its harmleſs darts defy d: 
Then, then, thy Go th y juſt complaint will hear,. 
And 'gainſt thy rival in wy cauſe appear. 
Rebukes at leaſt he from the Judge may dresd, 
And frowns Which he n ſerl6ds hou Haft hee: 
On ſome, dread ſtrokes his mighty arm muy ſend, 
And for ſome wrongs his awful bow may bend. 


"How oft in judgment does he thus draw: hear, A 
When of his quarrel few the cauſe do hear? 
Redreſs he for ſome injury demands, 

And at the door as an avenger ſtands. 
When ſuddenly Heav'n deals ſome Ireadful a ow, 
Unthinking fools judge it a random throw: 

But when the providential ſprings unfold, 

And of each change the cauſe is fully told ;: 

Then darkeſt ſcenes ſhall in that motnidg Nd 
Wifdom and Juſtice'i in each ſtroke” appear, 

Not patience” ſelf could aſk. for more delay, 
Or bid th' uplifted hand of juſtice: ſtay: 

When to high Heav'n the injur'dplaints ariſe, 
And his loud cry does pierce the ſtarry ſkies, 
Such grones as theſe the ſſeeping:thunders wake, 
Unrighted injuries eatth's foundations ſhake ;. 

Sons of injuſtice oft from Gon do hear, 

Ere at his dread tribunal they appear. 
For Gop'the Lok p the helpleſt will defend, . NES 
And to their wrongs a-patient ear will lend: 
Then let not lawleſs pow'r in triumph ride, 
While on his thront th Altnighty does 'abides. - 
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Dare not to break the faered rules of right; - 

Or trample human nature in his light: | _ 
For weeks or months he flumb'ring may appear, 
But loud rebukes or ſoon or late you'll hear. 
Gates of redreſs you may attempt to cloſe, | 

And preſs the i injar d under weighty woes; 
Vet their appeals ſiraight to his throne will g go, 
No evil winds, their, pray rs aſide can blow. 
Force; not the helpleſs to their Gop to cry, 

Or call for juſtice from the Judge on high: 
Gainſt you to Heav'n let not your brother run; 
If he is wrong d, his cauſe that moment 8 won. Fa 


* 


000000000000990000000 
XXXVII. 'On hearing. 4 Man Pede fic © 
+ who hin above this World. 


FHAT . man this world to lire vn 

And draw ſubſiſtence from the land of love? 

Tis living like himſelf, tis living high, | 

When he this heav'nly life begins to try. 

Who does not pant 0 reach the bleſt abode, 

Who would not covet to be like his Gop? 

Who would be ſtill inclos'd within a ſhell, 

Or longs not in his native ſkies to d well? 

1s 't. life, while under theſe-dark clouds we "ap 
While niidſt 0 our cares, our fears and wants, we ſigh? 
Say, what is death, if this is life below? 

Fat ſweeter life the beaſts do ſeem e 

Ho can we live in exile from dur Gop, 

In ſtate of baniſhment from his abode ? 
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Is 't living on creation's utmoſt bounds, 

Where ſin and death do take their conflant rounds? 
Is this to live, amidſt perpetual 1 
Where nature's wants I ev'ry hour muſt heed ? 
He only lives, whoſe ev'ry wiſh ſoars high, 
When ev'ry riſing thought can pierce the ſky, 
Then with the hoſts above we ſeem to 1 
When breathing after immortality. o : 


But is that life, which fig-trees can 8 
Which, when decay'd, the vine recruits again * 4 
Can that be life, which folds and flocks enjoy; 
And which the ſtall does ev'ry day ſupply? 

Man. ſure lives beſt when theſe reſources ſtop, 
When, nature's. blaſted leaves around him drop: 
Thouſands beneath the ſun ſuch living know, | 
And for whoſe joy no earthly fountains flow; 
Whoſe eyes to all inferior good are blind, 
Who ſcenes and joys ſupernal only mind, 
Such, tho' the ſun were quench'd, would live the 
ſame; _ | 
And ſee, unmov'd, the fall of nature s frame: 
Altho' the moon and ſtarry train were loſt, 
They ſtill enough | in life's great ſtay could boaſt. 
Midſt nature's grones they ſhall not ſhed a tear, 
Nor thro! the wreck of worlds complain of fear: 
But they will live in yonder bliſoful 1 
When crown'd with immortality they ſtand. 
Say, is this life, or a continu'd dream? 


Far liker death than life this ſtate may ſeem, 
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XXXVIII. On ſeeing « a young. Man over- : N 
whelmed with. Grief e | 
his Father's Death. . 
7 


Dea, now has gain'd another goodly prizes 
And ſeal'd in flumber thy lov'd parent's eyes, 


No more, delighted, on his child hell gaze, 
Nor ſhall thy words again his ſpirits raiſe. 
His ear juſt now drinks not the mournful cry; 
At thy complaint he never mote will ſigh: 
Of thy blind youth no more the guide he'l prove, 
The heart no more glows with paternal love. 4 
Tho' from thy paſſions threat'ning ſtorms ſhould 
0 blow, 
He for thy weal no anxious hour ſhalt know: 
Tho' for thy feet deceit its ſnares ſhould rey, 
He'll never bid you more with caution tread. - 
Death from his mind time's ſcenes did fully "_ 5, 
Thoſe neareft to his heart are now forgot. 
From fondeſt fathers death doth children wean, 
And on theſe props forbids their hopes to lean: 
Life's ſlipp'ry road you by yourſelf muſt ſteer, 
And your 'own burdens on your ſhoulders bear; 
Beneath this load few friends you'll find to bend, | 
Who for your eaſe their arms a while will lend: 
In. life's broad paths ſome friend tis true may riſe; x 


But. ſecond parent nature's law denies. © © 
When cramp'd with _ who at the midnight 
hour, Ee A 


Will tears ſo plenteous oer your pillow ſhow'r? 
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Who hence in life your weal his own will call, ic 
And on his head deſire your griefs may fall!? 
For ſuch a loſs nature will claim a tear, 

But grace will bid you all exceſs forbear. 
Suppreſs, ſuppreſs the deep rebellious ſigh, 

And know each man was early doom'd to die; | 
Man t6 his duſt muſt ſoon or late return, i 
Altho'-ſuryiving friends their loſs ſhould mouth : 
Death from life's garden never plucks a flow'r, : 
Till be doth hear the long determin'd hour; 
If death were cballeng'd, he could orders om, 
Juſt at your father's heart his dart to throw. - 
Then to thy Gop ſubmiſſively reſign, 


And learn to fay, „ Thy will ſhall ſtilt be miner: 


Tho' from life's roll death blots your father's name, 
Of you your Gop the guardianſhip doth claim. 
Your father dead, a living Gop ſupphes | 
He his protection at no hour denies: 
With vengeance he his arm will ſoon makeibare,: 
To ſmite the man who dares provake his: ire. 
Thro' youth's unguarded time he'll prove on 
guide, 
And hold your footſteps that they ſhall not lde: 41 
On Go alone for conſtant aid depend, TY 
And to his throne your ardent breathings ſend, _ 
Dare you complain? for by this loſs you gain; 
To be your tutor Gop himſelf. will deign : 
To Him, your guardian, lend a patient ear; 
And nought but his diſpleaſure ever fear. 2 
Where'er he points, that courſe with joy purſue, 
And. to his orders give the rev'rence due: h 
He broke that ſtaff on which you lean'd your hand, 
That by his aid you now may learn to ſtand, 
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of an undutiful Son. = 


N fable clad the widow ſheds a tear, 

| Bow'd down to earth beneath a load of care: 
She muſes; oft down from the nuptial morn, 
Till from her fight her loving mate was torn.. 
Her mournful thoughts are yet on that ſad day, 
When his unwelcome viſit death did pay: 
The earlieſt pledge of their fond mutual love, 
Now, day by day, her heavieft croſs does prove. 
Th' unhappy youth has cut each filial tie, 
And of his love the tribute does deny : 
To her that bore him, lo, his heart is ſteel ;: 
No kind emotion does he ſeem to feel:; 
Ev'n ſtrangers round do ſhare the widow's wo, 
All but her ſon can ſympathy beſtow. | 
Doſt thou, O youth, of man renounce the name 
Thou to the human nature art a ſhame. 
The Libyan forefts no ſuch monſters breed, 
As this poor widow at her board does feed: 
Think, O ingrate ! on nature's painful hour, 
When ſhe of ſorrow wept ſo large a ſhow'r. 
She of ſore pangs full oft to Heav'n did cry, 
Ere te the light of life thou. didſt draw nigh : 
She for thy life her own at ſtake did lay, 
Tho' for her labour thou doſt ill repay. 
Think how ſhe joy'& on that thy birth-day morn,, 
To hear them cry, A fon, a ſon is born!” 


She ſaid, oy ſill wouldſt to her comfort turn, 
When ſhe amidſt life's many cares ſhould mourn ; 
Oft to her breaſt ſhe warmly preſs'd thine head, 
And on her knees thy tender limbs ſhe ſpread ; 
She to thy lips her nipple did apply, 
Whilſt thou all helpleſs in her arms didſt lie. 
O think how tenderly ſhe ſwath'd thee round, 
And ſoothing accents in. thine ear did ſound :; 
When many a day ſhe heard thy infant-cry, 
She to her ſoul all pleaſure did deny. 
For the. by day ſhe ate the bread of care, 
And *midſt her ſtumbers mingled many a tear. 
Oft did ſhe dream of ſome approaching harm, 
.Whilft thou waſt ſtretch'd upon her tender arm? 
To fave thy life ſhe would have rifk'd her L 
And ev'n herſelf in mouth of danger thrown 3 
Nought but thy ſmile could thy fond mother pleaſe, 
Thy gentleſt cries-bereav'd her ſoul of eaſe. 
She early taught thy footſteps how to move, 
Thro' childhood's days thy guide ſhe {till did provez 
And when thy eheek-with blooming vigour glow's a, 
High hopes'of comfort her fond breaft oerflow'd. 
Now briny tears are trickling from ber eyes, 
And from her fight each pleaſing proſpect flies: 
Springs of created comfort now run dry, 
The leaves of all her joys now wither'd lie. 
Behold, O wretch, thy mother's ſhoulders bend, 
Nor aid to her that bore thee wilt thou lend! | 
Thou on her back a double load doſt throw, 
Yea, ſecond pangs thou giveſt her to know: : 
The widow's cry to Heay'n will find its ways 
No' grone. the utters from that road wil ſtray. 
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What if the widow's Oop ſhould take her fide ? 
She needs no other advocate provide. | 
No footſtep more in this dread courfe purſue ; 

To her who bore thee yield th' affection due: 


Pluck from her bofom theſe ſharp-pointed darts, 
And rer from her all corroding ſmarts, 


7 
* 


XL. On bearing of a Father, who; proved 
ray cruel to a apt} Son. 


5⁰ E. 8 not the ſpring. its waters _ 
end,, 10 
And to the valley all its verdure lend? = 
Does not the ſap ſtill from the root' nriſe, - 
As from the coal the fpark ſtill upward flies? 
That parent then unnatural ſerms N ä 
When to 12 ſon ng tendet yeatnings f-: 
Thou art unſeeling to thy lovely child 2 
A father's love to him thou ddſt not N. 
All pale the youth ſtands trembling at thy — 
While from thy lips fierce rage at him is thrown. 
Haſt thou, O man, theſe;cloſeft ties forgot? 
And from thy heart canſt thou thy child! 4 this 
blot? 
By the ſame Namp he proves bimfelf age on, 
From ew'ry feature his relation s Known: RY 
But fore may he that joyleſs hour bemoan, | 
In which 'twäs ſaid his father had a ſon. 4 
He 6n his birth-day ſore, full ſore may mourn, . 
While happier youths joy much at its returff: 
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Oft may he wiſh no ſun that day may light, 

And that the hour may be involv'd in night. 
Thro' all his veins your blood now hourly flows, 
And with your ſpirits his warm boſom glbws : 
Can thy hard heart-no-kind emotion feel, 

Or is the father hard'ned into ſteel ? | 
Theſe, theſe are nature's ſtrong and ſacred bands, 
Thou cut'ſt in ſunder with thy cruel hands: 
Theſe are the cords that tie our nature faſt, 
Elſe this our world not for one age ſhould laſt. 
Thou to thy Gop can'ſt ne'er obedient prove, 
When for thy ſon thou feel'ſt no ſpark of love; 
"Twas no unduteous deed that cooFd-thy foul, 
Or ſprinkled water on affeRion's, coal. \ 
For ſuch a fon a thouſand parents pray, | 
And would their gold for him in barter lay : 
With almoſt all'tis hard to quench this fire, 
Or 'gainſt a ſon the mind with hate inſpire. 
Twas Gop himſelf who gave the ſocial eme, ; 
And twiſted love thro” this our mortal frame; 
But from thy foul affeQion 's wholly led, 1 
And deepeſt hatred rages in its ſtead. 


* NN -N. Oe N HR, 
XLI, On bearing of a Reprieve granted to 
2 Man under Sentence f Death. 


HE ſov'reign bids this guilty felon ſpare, 
And juſtice muſt its ftroke a while forbear: 
Twice ſeven ſuns in heay'a muſt riſe and ſet, . 
Before this wretch with life ſhall pay his debt. 
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Ere the next ſun had meaſur'd half the ſkies, 
Death meant in ſlumber faſt to ſeal his eyes: 
But at that hour he other work muſt find, 
'And in his room ſome other thief muſt bind ; 
Yet when the two weeks leaſe of life runs out, 
O'er him, a captive, death will raiſe a ſhout ; 
The herald no remiſſion did proclaim, 

Or bring a pardon in the royal name; 

This cannot put his fears of death to flight, 
Or ſnatch from juſtice its expected right: 
Few days the hand of juſtice will untie, 
And then the felon, now repriev'd, ſhall die. 


Thus when on bed of ſore diſeaſe we're caſt, 
And dawnings of returning health are paſt, 
Then heav'n's great King reprreves the man from 

death, 
And gives for various years new leaſe of breath 
But at no ſuit will he reverſe the doom, 
Or fave him from the horrors of the tomb. 
The hoſts above would unregarded pray, ; 
If they from man ſhould plead death's hand to 
ſtay. 

When Adam at the bar did firſt attend, 

And ſaw the Judge his awful throne aſcend, 

The ſolemn word made heav'n and earth to ring, 
That he his race back to their duſt would bring; 
That forth of Eden they be inſtant ſent, _ 

And all their days in baniſhment be ſpent: | 

To light and life they'll find no other way, 
Than going thro' death's dark and dreary way. 
Death and the grave to this ſad ſcene drew near, 
And with high tranſports man's juſt doom did hear z 
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Theſe in their turn our race will ſtill demand, 
For in their regions great and ſmall muſt land ; 
Reprieves of longeſt date ſtill come to end, 
And from the grave no pow'r can man defend, 


Well ſhould he live, whoſe life two weeks does 
bdound,, 
Whom death ſo ſoon will priſon i in his pound ; 
Faſt ſhould he toil paſt vacancies to cloſe, 
And careful watch leſt he one moment loſe, 
Each hour in value ſeems apace to riſe ; 
Their real worth an angel cannot prize. 
There's nought on earth can time in worth ex- 
ceed, 
Nor any loſs that man ſo much mould dread. 
Tho' gold or ſilver from our ſight ſhould fly, 
Vet future gains may all that want ſupply: 
Paſt days and years to man return no more; 


Not heav'n's whole hoſts can one loſt hour re- 
ſtore. 


Since man's reprieve from death bears no o fix'd 
date, 
Why time appretiate at ſo mean a rate ? 
Our work and hours a due proportion bear, 
Not ev'n Methus lab had one-day to ſpare, . |. 
When to the awful reck'ning man is brought, 
Of precious time th' account will firſt be ſought, 
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XLII. On ſeeing Friends meet,. Ke bad: 
een long abſent from each other, 


| 


Welcome, welcome, is a pleaſing ſound, 
Which thro' the veins makes ſpirits trill 
around: 
Tne man was never caſt in friendſhip? 8 mold; 
Whoſe warmeſt feelings do not then unfold. 
What earthly bliſs. can once with his compare, 
Who in true friendſhip's welcome bears a ſhare, 
And ſpreads his arms to yield a glad embrace, 
That truſty friends he to his breaſt may preſs ? 
Juſt at the ſight a man forgets his care, 
And ſtrength' ned ſeems life's burdens for to bear . 
If of farewel the ſound he did not dread, 
At friendſhip's feaſt he to the full would feed; 
O ! but the ſocial hour runs quickly down, 
When friendſhip pure all other bliſs does crown: 
"Tis ſcarcely juſt of croſſes to complain, 
When to our arms Heay'n ſends our friends again: 
This cat alone a thouſand wants ſupply, | 
And yield chat joy all other things deny. 
O welcome! welcome ! tranſport's in the word; 
Few in our tongue can higher joy afford. 


} 


. If ſuch our views when but one friend draws nigh, 
What then to meet our perfect friends on high ? 
Amidſt what raptures ſhall! we ſee that morn, 
When ſoul and body are aſunder torn? | 
Soon as beyond the awful gulf we fly, 
To friends long parted joyous we'll draw nigh : 


ian , POEMS: 257 


Beyond the grave how welcome muſt they prove, 

When met together in that land of love? 

Theſe notes of tranſport evy tongue will ſing, 

And welcome, welcome, ſound from ew'ryſtring. 

Ten thouſand harps ſhall dwell upon the ſound, 

While thro' heav'n's -mankans welcome ſhall go 
round: * 

Welcome, each Cain avoid: the throne mall cry; 

And ſeraphs anſwer while around they fly. 

Friends at the grave do part with many a tear; 

Fare wel, farewel, grates ſtrangely on the ear: 

A midnight gloom o erhangs the parting ſcene, 

But at full noon theſe friends ſhall meet again. 

'T wixt, us. and them deach lets the curtain drop, 

And with our friends all intercourſe does ſtop: 

But that bleſt day the downcaft brow ſhall clear - 

Its hope the moſt deſponding mind may cheat. - 
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XIII. On bearing 0 Man accuſed of being ; 


a bad Huſtand, | 
Man! O Man! unhat'ral is thy mind. 


Did not the honourable nuptial bands 
Unite your hearts, as well as join your hands; 
Thus to remain till deatli at laſt*disjoin, © | 
And all the nuptial cords at onee untwine? 


Canſt chou in frowns- ſo ſternly knit thy drt * 


And toi thy conſort ſuch a viſage how? 


Forethee to all on earth. ſne quitted claim, 75 » 


Renounc'd ber oN and did adopt thy name - 


14 


When 'gainſt itſelf therein ſuch ſpite we find; 2 
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She from her father's threſhold turn'd' away, - 
To ſhare thy dwelling from the wedding-days” + 
She to her kindred chearful bid adieu, | 
Nor at that parting did reluctance ſhew © 

She haſted from her mother's laſt embrace, 
When to her breaſt ſhe did her fondly preſs: 
For thee, O man, all theſe ſhe did forego, 

On thee, ingrate, herſelf ſhe did beſtow ! 
With thee in deſerts gladly would ſhe dwell, 

If with ſuch rage thy boſom did not ſwell : 
Tho' to a dungeon thou wert now confin'd, 

To bear thee company ſhe'd be reſign d. 
When thou lay groning at the midnight hour, 
What floods of tears did ſhe around thee pour? 
With ardent pray'r to Heav'n did lift her eyes, 
And for thy health ſent up availing cries. ' - 
She hung juſt o'er thee thro' both night and day, 
Nor on a pillow did her temples lay : 

She of thy pains did chearful bear a ſhare, 

And anxiouſly thy cordials did prepare. 
Think how for thee ſhe bore the pleaſing toil, 
And till repaid thy frettings with a ſmile : 
Where thou reſid'ſt ſhe wiſhes to abide, 

And in one grave lie buried by thy ſide, 


O canſt thou thus her warmeſt love return! 
Beneath thy frowns muſt ſhe ſtill ſigh and mourn 
See how the roſes on her cheek do fade, 
And early wrinkles o'er her face will ſpread ;- ' 
By blaſts like theſe her charms all with'ring lie, 
And from her features various beauties fly : 
Thou ſhouldſt her parents, yea, all cle re. 


Or ſolemnly thy plighted truth deny. i; ts 
is 


; Pariey of POEMS. 289 


'Tis thou alone from foreign wrongs muſt ſhield, 
And ſure protection to thy conſort yield : F 
How cauſeleſs is it when thine anger boils, 

And all the quiet of thy houſhold ſpoils ? - | 
Behold the pledges of your mutual love, 

O!] let their fight your kind relentings move. 
She ſtruggled hard to bring them forth to day, 
To bring thee ſons her life at ſtake did lay: 
She early brought youths pleaſing days to end, 
That all thy houſhold-cares ſhe might attend. 
Once tales of love thou whiſper'dft i in her ear, 
Of flames and darts at firſt ſhe much did hear: 
Thou ſaidſt the ſhock thou never couldſt ſuſtain, 
If from thy arms thy rival ſhould her gain. 

And mult thy angel to ſuch flav'ry bow ? 2 
Canſt thou, ingrate, this deed of ſhame allow? 
Doſt thou delight thy better half to tear? 

Tis more than time theſe chidings to forbear. 
The Gop of th' injur'd muſt ſuch wrongs reſent,, 
Gainſt ſuch he oft his awful bow has bent. 
Thou of thy houſe doſt daily ſtab the peace, 
And from thy door doſt ſweet contentment chace: 
From love's live embers blow a ſecond flame; 
Are ſparks alive? O! cheriſh faſt the ſame. _ 
Guard well, leſt thieves thy peace again ſhould ſteal, 
Thy wounded ke ſtrive. with . n 


5 


. 
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XLIV.. On 2 2 8 e pleaded 
Right to the King's Au. 


WEE T ens thy 1 muſt dillon 

To none of mankind is her favour due. 
At ſeaſons when ſhe her high bounties deals, 
She does not borrow juſtice* equal ſcales: - 
Then mercy only opens wide her ſtore, 
When juſtice ſends the helpleſs from its door. 
To juſtice men their claims may aſcertain, 
And if deny'd with reaſon may complain; 
At mercy's throne eaclr ſuppliant bends the knee, 
And owns the boon is altogether free : 
To him ſhe reaches forth an empty hand, 
Who as his right her favour does demand. 
No undeſerved mite can juſtice ſpare, 
From it-the worthy only have their ſhare : 
On mis'ry's fons regardleſs ſhe looks down, 
Inſtead of favours ſtill they meet a frown. 
But merey runs th' unhappy to embrace, 
And does the wretched to her boſom prefs : 
She without bowels never yet was ſeen, 
Tho' higheft crimes do often intervene 
Still in her breaſt doth warm compaſſion flow, 
She o'er the wretched haſtes her ſkirt to throw. 
To want ſhe cannot her kind aid deny, 
It from her treaſures meets a quick ſupply : 
The man bow'd down ſhe lifts from off the ground, 
In mourners ears ſhe breathes a chearing ſound, 
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She kindly for the lame a crutch provides, 
The blind fafe by the precipice ſhe gnides : 


With ſons of deepeſt ſhame ſhe ſtil] ſhakes hands, 


Their comforter and their companion ftands. 
Say, to what mis'ry was ſhe. ever ſhy ? 


To friendlefs, hopeleſs, helpleſs, ſhe draws nigh : 


"Tis ſuch alone that on her threſhold tread, 
And mis'ry's children at her board are fed. 
By night and day till mercy 's on the wing, 
That to the wretched ſhe may comfort bring: 
When mis'ry enters, mercy treads its heel, 
Still in each clime intent on human weal; 
But to ſuch kindneſs cares not to be bound, 
Or that a man on theſe a claim ſhould found. 
A debt to any mercy never owes, 

No creditor, nor firſt nor laſt, ſhe knows, 


O man ! to mercy never right pretend, 
Her balances with juſtice never blend; 
Their weights are faſhion'd in a diff *rent mold, 
They in their dealings no proportion hold : 
How warm 's that mercy which is all divine, 
Which with ſurpaſſing luſtre till does ſhine ! 
A right to it let merit never boaſt, ; 


Or ſay he'll purchaſe mercy at his coſt, 0191 


But let not mis'ry morn or ev'n deſpair, - - - 
Or queſtion it her bounties it can ſhare : 


Let guilt the deepeſt for her grace apply, 


And ſee if at his humble ſuit ſhe's ſhy; 
Of ſuch, of ſuch wil! mercy make her boaſt, 
Her higheſt triumph 's ſaving what was loſt, 


Tho' juſtice baniſh from her very ſigbt eons 
This needs not from ſweet mercy's throne affright: 


O 2 


| 
| 
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She never-ſpreads her various bounties wide, 
Till juſtice from man's fight her treaſures hide; 
To merit ſtill ſee that thou quit all claim, 

Of innocence renounce the very name: 

Dread not that mercy will begin to fro wn, 
'Tho' thou the worſt, the very worſt, ſnouldſt own. 
No! no! her ear oft liſtens. to ſuch ſound, 

Her penſioners aſham'd do kiſs the ground: 

The ſelf- condemn'd her greateſt fay'rite proves, 
Who to her aid no vain pretences moves; 

She tears his bond in that condemning hour, 
And choiceſt cordials thro' his ſoul does pour. 
Let e' en guilt's eldeſt ſon on earth apply, 

To him remiſſion mercy won't deny: 

Let mis'ry's ſelf behold a dawn of hope, | 
Nought but your pride the blefling once can ſtop. 
Tho' juſtice for a while ſtood in her way, 

And on her lib'ral hand reſtraints did Jay ; 

The Friend of man a Surety then was found, 

He for man's debt himſelf to juſtice bound, 

His life he at the fixed hour laid down, 

And with his blood his love at laſt did crown: 
Now mercy 's current never can prove flow, 
'Thro' this bleſt channel all its ſtreams do flow. 
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XLV. On bearing a good Man expreſſing a 
- bigh Hope of Heaven, and yet ear- 
neftly «wiſhing to recover Health, 


2 IS like a hero thus to keep the field, 


And with undaunted mind refuſe to yield: 
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'Tis mean from ſublunary griefs to run, 

Or with calamity th' encounter ſhun. - 

True courage will their rudeſt ſhock ſuſtain, 

It may retreat, but till returns again. 

Who from the warfare for diſcharge would cry, 

When adverſe legions to the flight draw nigh ? 

Who from the colours in ſuch hour would turn, 

When for the charge each breaſt ſhould ardent 
burn? 


Why long we early for the grave's cold bed, - 
And ſoon above our heads the turf to ſpread ? 
*Tis ſelfiſh view, that we from toil may reſt, 
Where fiends, nor ſin, nor ſorrow can moleſt. 
Tis that to honour ſelf may inftant riſe, 

And he may tread on pavement of the ſkies : 

But like thyſelf thou pantedſt for the plain, 

When a diſmiſſion there was hope tv gain; 

You would not land, tho' come in fight of ſhore, 

But puſh'd to ſea where whit'ning ſurges rore. 

You ſce the honour of your Gop at ſtake, 

Which cauſes juſtly hotteſt zeal t' awake: 

A cauſe high- priz d, of Heav'n does now depend, 5 

On which angelic hoſts with care attend. 

They fly on weighty errands far abroad, 

And nightly work in this high cauſe of Gop. 

To thee theſe grand affairs are nigher hand, 

High and important is thy preſent ſtand : 

Grand is that ſphere where thou art moving round, 

And ftrong the ties by which thy ſoul is bound.. 

Thou Heav'n's high. hoſts mayſt in this race out- 
run, 

Nor be by angels in this wink outdone : : 
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That caufe for which Heay' n's Heir both liv'd and 
dy'd, 

And all the rage of hell and earth defy'd ; 

'Tis here thou mayſt thy zeal ſucceſsful ſpend, 

Try all thy ſtrength, and conquer in the end. 


Now mayſt thou ſhed a luſtre all divine, 
In graces borrow'd from the Godhead ſhine : 
To men the features of thy Gop mayſt ſhow, 
Enjoy a life divine whilſt here below ; 
Thy life to them may a plain lecture prove, 
And teach all round thee how to live above: 
His brighteſt features may adorn thy mind, 
In thee the world may his true image find. 
This ſtill of God the cleareſt mirror ſeems, 
Hence wiſdom, pow'r and goodnefs, clearly beams : 
Thou mayſt appear with mind ſtaid and ſerene, 
Midſt life's moſt ſtormy and perplexed ſcene. 
This will to men an aid divine proclaim, 
And bid them truſt in great Jexov an's name. 
If thou on anger ſprinkle patience round, 
And kindly meek *midft groſſeſt wrongs be found; 
When man that's frail ſhall thus forgiving prove, 
_ -Fhey'll truſt for pardon from the Gopwf love. 
If day by day thy will thou ſhalt deny, 
From guilty pleaſures at his bidding fly : 
This ſure muſt ſhew religion 's far from vain, 
Which can the heart from things moſt dear re- 

ſtrain, 

If time's mean aims thou day by day deſpiſe, 
And to thy Gop above direct thine eyes; 
Then thouſands round may imitate your choice, 


And in JEHOVAH, their chief Good, rejoice. 
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The friends of Heav'n ſojourning here below, 
Thou more than angels their beſt hope canſt ſhow : 
On earth thou canft the blind with eyes ſupply, 
And bid the poor cloſe to thy gate draw nigh : 
Thou to the lame thy feet canſt often lend, 

And to the hungry many a morſel ſend : 

O'er minds dejected thou canſt comfort pour, 
And bring them cordials at a needfu] hour: 

By thee the naked may at times be clad, 
And the poor pris'ner often chearful made : 

On darken'd minds thou canſt a ray beſtow, 

And make inſtruction by example grow: 

Thou canſt awake the ſlumb'ring with thy cry, 
And to the wand'ring canſt reproof apply: 
Thyſelf on earth may too in ſtature grow, 

And day by day ſtill brighter graces know, 

But when tranſplanted to the realms above, 

In this grand ſphere thou henceforth canſt not move; 
If once thou'rt ſummon'd from earth's glorious field, 
To further conqueſts thou no mite canſt yield: 

T hou hallelujahs round the throne ſhalt ſing, 
And hear Heav'n's roof with acclamations ring, 
This to thyſelf does high delights afford, 

But brings not home ſuch honour to thy Logp, 
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